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THE Mind ſnould ſometimes be diverted, that 


it may return to Buſineſs with more Vi- 
gour ; and of all the rational Ways of ſpending 


our pleaſurable Hours, Converſation and Muſic 
are certainly the beſt: For, by Converſation, the. 
Mind receives an Improvement, which is very 


rarely acquir'd by Solitude; and, by Muſic, our 
Spirits are enliven'd, and we are better enabled 
70 encounter the various Difficulties and Aflic- 


ons that awe frequently meer with in Life. 
I. is therefore à very judicious Olſervation of | 


Mr. POP E's: 


By Muſic, Minds an equal Temper know; 
Dor ſwell too high, nor fink too low: 
If in the Breaſt tumultuous Joys ariſe, 
Muſic her ſoft, aſſuaſive Voice applies. 


We following Songs were publiſp' d, in order 
70 inſpire Chearfulneſs, and to give a Reliſh to 


Converſation and the Bottle, They are ſuch, as 
the Excellency of their 


bave been admir'd for 


9 Com 


Compoſition ; and have been ſung, by the moſt 
Eminent Performers, at our Theatres, Vauxhall, Mi 
Ranelagh, and other Publick Places of Diverſion, * 
to the politeſt Audrences, <with univerſal Applauſe. J 
The Places they were ſung at, and the Perſons 
rhey wire ſung by, are not inſerted, for tro — 
Neaſous: The firſt, Breauſe inſerting them would. ( 
have render'd it impoſſible to ſell this Collection 1 
' fo Cheap; and the ſecond, Becauſe theſe Prrſons- 

42 frequent the Theatres, &c. know where they 

vere fung, and by whom ; ſo that it would have 
put the Purchaſer to an era” e Eepence. 

t may not be improper to add, [hat this is the 

largeſt and beſt Collection ever publihh'd at fo 


rrifling a Price as ONE SHILLING, /ewv'd in * 

Blue Covers; and therefore, "tis preſum'd, will ö 
meet "ith Encouragement from the Punl tex. 5 
Je Elitor, in order o render this Collection þ 

1 s agrecable as Poſſible, has taken Cale to omit 4 
a2 fuch Songs as may ſpread a Bluſh on the 3 
Check of Meodeſiy ; ſo that the FAIR SEX may 7 

be entertain'd with them in the Parlour, the Fr 
Summer-Houſe, or the Grove, and not be ſtartled 3 

at being found in their Company. : 
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S Daphne ſar 8 . Shade 
As May in all her yonthful Dreſs 

As toon hope for Peace "twixt the Hawk, &c. 
As Damon in a Summer's Day 
As pleaſing as Shades to a wa) = aring Swain 
Ar Night, by Moon-Light on the Plain 
At the Wake, r'other Even, e. 
Artend all ye Fair, and [I'll tell you the Art 
As Clin rang'd early one Morning, c. 
A thouſand Raptures fill my Breaſt 
Ariſe, my Fair, and come away 
A Term full as long as the Siege, Obe. 
A Wretch, long torcur'd with Diſtzin 
As Jamie Gay, &c. 
Advance, my brave Boys, * 


By Maſon's Art th. aſpiring Dome 

" a Woodbine's ſilver Shade 

Beneath this ſad and ſilent Gloom 

Balmy Sweetneſs ever flowing 

Blithe Colin, a pretty ru Swain 
C 


Come, Fair One, and rove chro- the Vale 
Celia has a thouſand Charms 
Cyploe, by all the Pow'rs above 
Come Roger and Nell, ce. 
Come, let us prepare 
Come, live with me, and be my Love 
Conſider, fair Hi , ere Wedjock you chuſe 
Come, chear up, my Lads, sc. 
Come here, fellow Servant, &*;. 
Come, my Laura, heav'nly Maid 
Come liſten awhile and I'll tickle your Ears 
 Cleon, whoſe Heart foretold Deſpair 
Cruel 2 deen thy Darts 

az 


an. 
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72 Damon had pluck'd a ne w- 
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| Defend my Heart, ve Virgin Pow'rs 


Daughter ſweet of Voice and Air 


Dear, unrelenting, cruel Fair 5 


Decripit Winter limp'd away 


Deareſt Creature ot all Nature 


Domeſtick Bird, whom wintry Blaſts 


Dear Ally, J love thee, & . | 
blown Roſe 
F 


From Morn to Night, frem Day to Day 


Fair Kitty beautiful and young 
For Tlorimel, fo fair of late 


Faireſt Daughter of the Day 
Flixa, Goddeſs ſweetly blooming 

Fame of Dorinda's Conqueſts brought 
Farewel my Flocks, once tender Care 
Fair and comely is my Love 
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| Goddeſs of the dimp'ling Smile 
_ - Gentcel- in Ferſonage 
Great Diocles the Bear has kill'd 
Gentle Cupid! ſeek my Lover 
Good Mother, if you pleaſe, you may 
Go tell Aminta, gentle Swain 
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Hark, Daphne, from the Hawthorn Buſh 
Happy Scene of gay Delight 


Hail Maſonry, thou Craft divine 


Haſte, Phillis, haſte, while Youth invites 
How ſweet is the Ey'ning air FR 
How few, like you, would dare adyiſe 


How hapleſs is the Virgin's Fate 
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Dear Ned, let us tafte the true Pleaſures of Wine 84 
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My Sukey, while I fondly gaze 
Myrtilla, demanding the Aid of my Pen 
My Fair is beautiful as Love | 
My Daddy is gone to his Grave 


 Mogey, dear Moggy, why thus am I ſlighted 


Lore bright the Sun W to daun 


Near the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of a Hill 
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Now the happy Knot is ty'd _ 
No more the feſtive Tre in I join 


No Woman her Envy can ſmother 
Nymphs and Shepherds come away 
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O lovely cena! heav'nly Maid 


O, Bell, thy Looks have piercd my Heart : 


Of good Engliſh Beer our Songs let's raiſe 
'ning Bad of matchleſs Beauty 


Ob, let me, unreſerv'd, declare - 
O -fay! muſt J ſigh and pine, my Love 
On, on, my dear Brethren 
One Midſummer Morning, when Nature, &,. 
O leave me to complain . 


Of the States in Life ſo various 
O what Joys does Conqueſts yield 
On dear Zelinda's Charms I gaze 


Of all the Girls in our Town 
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Prithee ſend me back my Heart 


Parting to Death we well compare 


Pleaſing Viſions ſhall attend thee 


Rons'd Europe now is up in Arms 


| Refolv'd, as her Poet, of Celia to ſing 


8 


See, Charmer, ſee yon M rtle Grove ; 


Sure Sally is the lovelieſt Laſs | 
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SONGS. 


$0NG _ 


HE fair Florella now I fi ing . 
In am'rous Woodland Lay s; 
Til make both Hills and Vallies ring 
With dear PFlorella's Praiſe. 


Each moſly Bank, * "RS Beach, 
Thar courts my TY 


Shall hear my Flute 


Lays, 


My dear Hoorella $ Praiſe. 


The Warblers of the tuneful Grove 
Shall gladly learn my Lays, 

And join with me, in mutual Love, 
To ſing Florella' $ Praiſe. 


* 
59 
iff 


he Warblc: s tea. :h 


The 


F L 26 1 

if The Thruſh, the Lark, and feather'd Choir, 
25-1 "=". I MW IOVE melodious Lays, 

Et With me ſhall join, in fond Deſire, 

1 To ling Florella's Praiſe. 


When Phwbus freaks the eaſtern Sky, 
* With bright and ruddy Rays,. 

| Then to the bleating Plain III hie, 
10 fing Florella's Praiſe, 


And when he f nks below the Hill, 
I'll not forget my Lays; 
- Bur, on the Side of yonder Rill, 
Will ſing Florella s Praiſe. 


ö 


But ſhould my Strains Florella ſpur, 
__ Unheeded be my Lays; 

| My labour'd Song meet no Return, | 
| Yar know Florella $ Praiſe: | 


I'd to ſome moſs-grown Cot retire, 
And iing my Juckleſs Lays; 

Flereila will my Theme inſpire, 
vw hilt I can lng her Praiſe. 


en 
A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 


DAMON. 


CEE, Charmer, ſee yon Myrtle Grove, 
2 80 fragrant, freſh and gay, 
Invites m Tura, Queen of Love, 
Io hail the infant May. 
| Now whilſt each feather'd Choiriſt lings 
Eis love-exciting Strains, 
N hilſt ev'ry Vale with Muſick rigs, 
Oh, mitigate my Pains! N 


FLORA, 


9 


F F O RA. 


By Damon's fond deluſive Strain 


Poor Lucy was uydone ; 


And bur laſt Eve, upon the Plain, 


I Damm met with one, 


Who hail'd me with her tender Sighs, 


And cry'd ſhe was bereav'd 


Of that young Maidens moſtly prize, 


Tnat Damon her deceiv = 


DAMON 


i Why ſou'd you, Fora, ſo much firive 


To vex your fetter'd Swain? 


1 ſwear 'ris falſe, I'd ſooner die, 


For Flora hide my Pain, 


Than by delufive Words or Arts 


A ſimple Maid beguile; 
live 1 in Fare s Smile. 


FLOR 4. 


1. Damon, walt fowe Douke luis 


My Boſom ſwells with Care : 


Leſt Glly I ſhould caſe your Pain, 


And you Your. Love forbear, 
DAMON. 


sure Heav'n has formed for Delight 


That charming Form of thine ; 


No, no, my Maid, I ne'er can flight, 


Nor cer my Love decline. 


FLOR 4. 


May ev” very Day your Love renew, 


Still Damon wiſer be; 


Let's each our tender Flock purſue, 


Bath V whilſt we re free. . 
Ca 


n Tongue nought elſe but Trut b iwparts, : 


 $0N6. 


d as J 


SONG I. 


' F HILE penſive on the lonely Plain, 


| Par from the Sight of her J love, 
To the clear Stream I tell my my Pain, 
And ſigh my Paſſion to the Grove. 


Echo, ſweet Goddeſs of the Wood, 
From all thy Cells reſound my Care; 

And Thames along thy ſilver Flood, 
Convey my Murmurs to the Fair. 


Tell her, ab r tel] the charming Maid, 
In vain the feather'd Warblers ſing ; 


In vain the Tres extend their Shade, 


Or blcomiag Hora paints the Spring. 


While abſent from her ſweeter Charms, 
Not alf theſe Beauties can invite; 
But did ſhe bleſs her Damon s Arms, 
Ev'n barren Deſeris wou'd delight. 


SONG Iv. 


 QURE JA is the lovelieft Laſs, 

That cer gave Shepherd Glee; 

Not May-Day in its Morning Dreſs, 

Is half ſo fair as ſhe: *** 

Let Poets paint the Paphian Queen, 
And fancied Forms adore; 

| Ye Bards had ye my Sally ſeen, 

You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's Hill, 
Where Bees their Honey fip, | 
Did ye bur know the Sweets that dwell 
On Sally's loye-taught Lip ; 


ut, 


% 
: 

Fay 

Ty z 
— 


7 3. 
Bat, ah! take heed ye tuneful Swain), 
The ripe Femptation ſhun, 


Or elſe like me ye'll wear her Chains, 
Like me you'! be undone. 


Once in my Cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And Latk-like hail'd the Morn ;. 
More ſportive than the Kid I kept, 

TI wanton'd o'er the Lawn: 

To ev'ry Maid Loye-tales 1 ons 

And did my Truth aver; 

Yet eer the parting Kiſs was cold. 
I laugh'd at Love and her. 


But now the gloomy Grove ſeek, 
Where love-lorn Shepherds tray ;. . 
There to the Winds my Grief I f ours. 

And ſigh my Soul away : 

Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 
No Dawn of Hope I fee; _ | 

For Sally's pleas'd with. my 8 

And laughs at Lore and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected Lambs, 
So late my only Care, 
Have loft their tender fleecy Dams,. 
And ftray'd I know not Where: 


Alas! my Ewes, in vain ye bleat, 


My Lambkins loft, adieu; 5 
No more we on the Plains ſhall meet, 
| For loſt's s your e too. 


E ON G V. 
Wil firſt my Phillis did appear, 


And when ſhe { poke Attention hung 
To catch the Muſick of her OOO" „ 


I look'd, and thought her paſſing fair; 


— Þ 


[37] 


But gin T thought myſelf ſecure, 
She pleas d but ah! could nothing r more. 


| Tho! all the Day 1 gaz. d, my Sight 


Was Rill ergag d with new Delight ;. 


All Day I liften'd, fill ] found 


New Life, new Senſe in ev'ry Sound; 


And what ſo ſlightly pleas'd before, 
: I now admir' — ſomething more. 


But when my Paſſion I confeſsd, 


And ev'ry Wiſh that warm'd my dra; 


To find the dear conſenting Maid 
At once ſo kind ro all I faid, 
If Love poſſe ſo d my Heart before, 


Now ſure 1 it muſt de ſomething more. 


And jidge e, ye Vouths, what Heart-felt Bliss 
Sprang from the ſoft inſpiring Kiſs; 

When Love the faithful Union ty 4; 

And gave me Phellis for my Bride; 

Twas fimple all I felt before, 

Twas how——there could be en more. 


$ONG VI: 


HO cruel you ſeem to my Pale: 
And hate me becauſe I am true; 


Yet, Phillis, you Jove a falſe Swain, 


Who has other Nymphs in his Ven. 
Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, | 
To me what a Heaven *twou'd be J 

To him but a Woman you ſeem, 
But, ah! you're an Angel to me. 


Thoſe Lips which he touches in Haſte, 
To them | for ever could grow; 


Brill clinging around that dear Waift, 


WW nich a 235 as. bebe hin you. 3 8 
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That Arm, like a Lilly ſo white, 


Which over his Shoulders you lay, 


My Boſom could warm it all Night, 


My Lips ney would preſs it all mo 


Were J like a Monarch to rein, 
Were Graces my Subjects to be, 

Id leave 'em and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell in a Cottage with thee. 


Bur if I muſt feel thy Diſdain, 


If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, 


Oh! let me not live in this Pain, 


Bur give me wy: Death in a Frown. 


SONG vn. 


te Celia ! heav'nly Mid, 
Kind, gentle, fair and free; 


II all rh Sex's Charms array'd, 


How few are form'd like thee. 


Thy Image e always fills my Mind, 

The Tneme of ev'ry Song; 

I'm fix'd to thee alone, I find, 
But ask not for how long. 


Fhe Fair, in 1 gen 'ral, I've admir d, 
Have long been Elſe and true, 


And when the laſt my Fancy tir d, 


It wander ' d round to you. 


Then, while I can, I'll be fi incere, 


As Turtles to their Mates; 


This Moment's your's and mine, uy Dear, | 


The next, you know, is Fate's. 


80 N VIII. 
HE Man who ſeeks to win the Fair, 


As Cuſtom ſays, muſt Truth forbear, 


ON 


A Rudeneſs which ſhe cannot bear: 


For Truth upbraids her with her Faults. 
Flow wretched, Chloe, then am I, 


1 ftrive your Errors to amend; 


VV ich oaten Reed and ruſtick Strain, 


The dimpl d Cheek, the ſooty Eye, 


1 But Virtue and Simplicity, 


I ſpy'd my Love moſt melancholy ; 3 
Lo! there's the Man that's made for Delly + 


N We quickly met and 3 we fie. 


But fhould I half our Joys relate, 


[32] 


Muſt fawn, and Aatter, cringe and lye, 
And raiſe the Goddeſs to the Sky. | 


For Truth is hateful to her Ear, 3 


A Rudeneſs !—Yes—lI ſpeak my Thoughts, 


Who love you, and yet cannot lye? 
And ftill to make you leſs my Friend, | 


SONG IX. 4 
0 UNG Hine, the blichef Swain, 1 
Long Time a Dupe to haughty Moly; 


Nou pipes and ſings the Praiſe of 8245 
O my Dolly, ſmiling Dolly, _ 
Ay faeetly blooming, deareſt Doll 7, 
e Woods, ye Lawns, ye Flocks, * Fawn, | 1 
Aff ift me in the Praiſe of Dolly. $ 

And ruby Lip belong to Molly; ; 


Alone bedeck my lovely Dolly + 
O my Dolly, Se. 


As late I rov'd, my Herds aftray, 
And . the Fair One ſay, 


0 my Dolly, * 


Then told our Loves beneath yon Holly ; A 


You'd ſurely ex i me and Dolly: Oe 
On 


11 


0 »9 Dolly, ſmiling Dolly: 
My fexeetly blooming, deave Dolly, 


Ye I oods, ye Lawns, ye locks, ye Fawnzy 


Aſt f me in the * of Dolly. 


SONG X. 


\O ME, Fair One, and rove thro! the Vale, 
Where the Cowflip and Hyacinth blow ; 


Come, hear the Linnets ſoft Tale, 

As he chaunts on the ne w- bloſſom'd Bough ; 
Come, Celia, approach to you Buſh, 
What Harmony ſounds through the Glade ; 3 
How cloſely his M 

See how Muſick with Love is repaid, 


ate joins the hruſh ; 


How happy the Lark who aſcends, 
And warbles his Sonnet on high; 

For on the green Turf when it ends, 

How fondly his Female hops nigh : 
But happy, more happy the Swain, 
f Whole Pipe gen breath'd thro' the Grove, 
Can ſoften bs . d Diſdain, _ 
1 And, Celia, ſu 5 thee with Love. 


| Coma fic on the Trefoil; for fre 
What a Carpet ſweet Flora has ſpread ; 

A Garland from yon Hawthorn Tree, 
With theſe Daiſies ſhall circle thy Head: 
On thy Boſom to lull me to Eaſe, e 

What Shepherd ſo happy as I ? 
For, Celia, thy Kindnefs will pleaſe, 
When the Roſes of Beaury ſhall die 


s ONE XI. 


TNwearied with loving, repuls'd tho” in vain, 15 
/ Young Oe Rl tries Wi Affection to gain; 
Three 


3 6 

FThree Twelvemonths of Courtſhip already are paſt, 
et he hopes J hall yield, and relent at the Jaſt. 
In the Dance r'other Day on the Green, at the Wake, 
My Hand the young Shepherd with Rapture will take; 
And in downright Compaſſion, I promis'd to wear 


A Ring with a Heart, which he bought at the Fair. 


But who knows that the Pity I took on the Swain, 
Won't alarm my dear Thyrſis with Jealouſy's Pain? 
Then I'11 run to be true where I plighted before, 
And Strephon nor ſee, nor will liſten co more, 


I bid him begone, but with feeble Diſdain, 
He leaves me unwilling, and hies back again: 
He tempts me, conjures me, and bids me comply; 
I muſt not reſign, ſo am forc'd for to ly, 


MS 5 Capid, to ſaccour young Serephon forbear, 


Leaf Thyrſs ſhould languiſh, o'er- whelm'd with 
Dent ooo 
And IJ give at the Altar my Hand, and the reſt 
Not to _ who woo'd firſt, but the Youth who loves _ 
be. 111. eo Os 


$ONG XI. 


82 ET were once the Joys I taſted, 
All was Jollity and Love; 8 
Time, methought, too nimbly haſted, 
Which on Pleafure's Wings did move: 
Chloe then was all my Treaſure, _ 
Never was a richer Swain; 
Chloe doubled every Pleaſure, 

Chloe baniſn'd every Pain, 


| LT 
But the envious God repining, 
So much Bliſs on Earth re ſee ; 
All their bur'reſt Curſes joining, 
Daſh'd my Cup with Jealouſy: : 
Now, where erſt my Pipe reſounded, 
Steals the Sigh and heart-felt Groan ; 


Love, by Fears and Doubts ſurrounded, 


III diſputes a tottering Throne. 


Fool, that ever art purſuing _ 

What conceal'd is ever beſt ; 
| Jealouſy, Love's Child and Ruin, | 
Leave, O leave, my tortur'd Breaft : 
With the Slave thy Pow'r confefling, 
Thou too, Fenus, mildly deal ; 


Thoſe who ſhun, or light thy Bleſſing, 


Should alone thy Terrors feel. 


„„ i 7 7 
A. Daphne ſat beneath the Shade, 


To keep her Sheep from ſtray ing; 


t is a pleaſing Thing, ſhe ſaid, 
Io live without obeying. 


How pleaſant is a ſingle Life, 
Tis far beyond Expreſſion ? 
But ſhe lit is become a Wife, 
Needs icy and Compaſhon. 


She bids adieu to all her Joy, 

When Matrimony binds her; 
To one ho does his Thoughts employ, 
In ſtriving ro confine her, 


How pleaſan: then is Liberty, 
When none can e'er moleſt them; 


And they are ools who don't live free, 


When Fortune fo has bleſt them. 


SONE 


[36] 
| SONG XIV. 
50% RN und. FENNT. 
A DIALOGUE. 


He. ET Rakes for Pleaſure e the Town, 5 3 
L Or Miſers doat on golden Guineas ; 4 
et Plenty ſmile, or Fortune frown, 

The Sweets of Love are mine and peng Sy f 

= Mine and Jenny 8, mine and Jenny 's, ' 
The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny's. 4 


She. Let wanton Maids indulge Defire, 


How ſoon the fleeting Pleaſure gone is! I 
The oys of Virtue never tire, ? 
And ſuch ſhall ſtill be mine and Jonny I, . 


Mine and Fohnny's, &c. 


He. Together let us ſport and olay; 
She, And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 


He. The Prieft ſhall tie the Knot To-day, 
She. And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny 8. 
She. Johnny Jenny s, Johnny Jenny s. 


He. Jenny Johnny s, Jenny Johnny's. | 7 
She. you Þ rata} . Johnny — 8 
He. And Wedlock's Bands make Jenny Jobmyy's 1 


Zh. Let roving Swains young Hearts invade, 0 
The Pleaſure ends in Shame and Folly; : 2 
So Willy woo'd, and then becray'd, | 
The poor 2228 ſimple Moy, 
Simp e Molly, & „ 


She. So Lucy lov'd and lightly toy 1d, 
And laugh'd at nde Maids who marry ; 
”_ w_ r finds her Shepherd cloy'd, 
nd chides, too late her f 
| Faithleſs Harry, Ge. 555 "oe Har, 
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ie But we'll together, Sec. 
She. And live in Pleaſure, Sec. 


He. By ai Streams our Flock s we]! feed, 
And leave Deceit for Knaves and Ninnies; 5 
Or fondly ftray where Love fhall lead, 
And every Joy be mine and wad „ 
Mine and Vinny „ VC. 


She. Let Guilt the faithleſs Boſom fright, 


The conſtant Heart is always bonny; 

Content and Peace, and ſweer Delight, 
And Love ſhall live with me and Johnny, 
Me and Johnny, & o. 


He. Together then we'll ſport and play, 


| She, And hve in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 
He. The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knor To-day, 


She, And Wedlock's Bands make fohnny Jenny's $. 
She. Johnny Jenny's, Zobnm Jenn! s. 
He. Jenny Johnny s, Jenny Johnnys. 
She. And Weitlock's Bands 1 Johnny Tenny's. $, 
He. And Wedlock's Bands make Jenny fobnny 8. 


SONG XV. 
RECITATIVE. 


0 N G had fair Delia ſlighted Ban $ Labs | 
And he her ſtubborn Heart long ſought to move 5 
Till by her Coyneſs all his Love difloly'd, 
And he to quit all future Hopes reſolv'd ; 
Where on the Vine the iur King Cluſters hung, 
The Uighted Swain in threat ming Strains then ſung: 


D AIR. 


[ 38 ] 


AIR 


Love, begone; no more deceive me ; 
Wine will baniſh all my Fears, 
Sparkling Wine will drown my Cares: 
Love, begone; no more deceive me; 
Flowing Bowls will ſoon relieve me ; 
Wine will baniſh, Sr. | 


Spite of Charms and blooming Youth, 
'The Fair no more ſhall ſlight my Truth; 
Soon like me ſhall ſhe complain, | 
For Pity ſue, but ſue in vain : 
| Love, begone z no more deceive me; 
lowing Bowls ſhall ſoon relieve me; 
Wine will baniſh, e. 5 


RE CIT ATI VE. 


ITh' unhappy Nymph had liſt'ned to his Song, 
Which echo'd thro* the flow'ry Vale along: 
Soon as his firm Reſolves ſhe knew, 
Stung to the Quick, with Haſte impetuous flew, 
With love-imploring Looks, th' affrighted Maid, 
And thus, 5 ith flatt' ring Tongue, and mournful Sound, 

; EE: 5 


AIR. 


Call back thy Vow, much-injur'd Swain, 
Nor more of flighted Love complain; 
The Linnets, warbling thro' the Grove, 
Are Tokens of complying Love, 
Are Tokens, .. 
Oh! let that Sign propitious prove, 
And me be bleſt with Damon s Love: 
The Linnets, warb.ing, & r. 


RECITATIVE. 


nd, | 


VE. | 
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RECITATIVE. 


The bluſhin Maid had ſcarce her Love confeſt, 


When the relentingSwain,wich mutual Warmth profeſt, 
And Rapture fill'd again, avow'd his Flame, 
And made the Valley echo with her Name. 


AIR. 


To vulgar Mortals I reſign 
The tumultuous Joys of Wine ; 
And by thoſe radiant Eyes I ſwear 
Delia hence ſhall be my Care; 
No more a Rebel to her Pow'r, 
_ I bleſs this kind propitious Hour, 
I bleſs this kind propitious Hour; 
Spite of Rage and fierce Diſdain, 
She taught my Heart to love again, 
She taught my Heart to love again. 


SONG XVI. 


E Virgin Pow'rs, defend my Heart 


From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 
From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which moſt our Sex beguiles : 


From Sighs, and Vows, and awful Fears, 


'That do to Pity move ; 


From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 


Thoſe Springs that water Love, 


But if through Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide; e 
And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 


There place a Guard of Pride. 
D 2 . An 


L 40 ] 


An Heart, whoſe Thames are ſeen, tho' pure, 
Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; + 
An! ſhe, who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt 1 18 detray d. | # 


8 ON XVI. 


Lau ghing, idle, flutt' ring * 1 
Moſt fantaſtic Work of Nature! 
Still, like Fancy, on the Wing! 


Slave to ev ry changing Paſſion, 

| Loving, hating, in Extreme! 
Fond of ey 'ry fooliſh Faſhion, 

And, at beſt, a pleaſing Dream! 


Lovely Trifle ! dear Viufon! 
Conqu'ring Weaknels ! wiſh'd-for Pain! 
Man' s chief Glory and Confuſion! 

Oft all Vanities moſt vain! 


Thus deriding Beauty 8 20 
Bevil call'd it all a Cheat; 
But in leſs than Half an Hour _ 

Kneel' d and whin d at Celia 8 Feet. 


8 ON G XVII. 
Puig ſend me back my Heart, 


Since I cannot have thine ; | 
bor if from yours you will not part, 
Why then ſhould you keep mine? 


Yer now I think on't, let it lie, 
Io ſend it me were vain; 
For thou'ſt a Thief in either 5 
Will tical it back ain. 


OMAN, thoughtleſs, giddy creature! 
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All are diſtracted while they gaze, 
But if they liſten, all are cur d. 


7 
SONG XIX. 


| F M Morn to Night, from Day te Days, 


At all Times, and at ev'ry Place, 
You ſcold, repeat, and ſing, and ſay; 
Nor are there Hopes you'll ever ceaſe. 


Forbear, my Celia, oh forbear, 
If your own Health or ours you prize; 


For all Mankind, that hear you, ſwear 


| Your Tongue's more killing than your Eyes, 


Tour Tongue's a Traitor to your Face, 


_ Your Fame's by your own Noile obſcur d: 


| Your Silence would acquire more Praiſe 


Than all you ſay, or all I write: _ 


One Look ten Thouſand Charms diſplays ; 
Then huſh——and be an Angel quite, 


0 NG xx. 


T TAIL, meek ey'd Ev'ning, clad in ſober Grey, 

| - Whoſe ſoft Approach the weary Wood man loses. 
As homeward bent, to kiſs his prattling Babes, | 
Jocund he whiſtles thro' the twilight Groves, 


When Phabur ſinks beneath the gilded Hills, 
Lou lightly o'er the miſty. Meadows walk, 


The drooping Daiſies bathe in dulcet Dews,. 


And nurſe the nodding Vi'let's ſlender Stalk. 


The painted Pryadi, that in Day's fierce Heat 
To inmoſt Bow'rs and cooling Caverns ran, 
Return to trip in wanton Evning Dance; 


Qld Muan too returns, and laughing Pan. 


D 3 


[a7 
To the deep Woods the clam'rous Rooks repair; 
Tight skims the Swallow o'er the watry Scene ; 


And, from the Sheepcote and freſh-furrow'd F ield, 
Stout Plowmen meet, to wrelile on the Green. 


The Swain that artleſs ſings, in yonder Rock, 
His ſupping Sheep and lengrh'ning Shadow ſpies; 

Pleas'd yith the cool, the calm, refreſhing Hour, 
And wi  hoarſe Humming of unnumber” d F lies. 


fre v2 * 
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Now « ev'ry Pon fleeps; deſponding Love,. 
Ard pining Envy, ever-reſtleſs Pride 

An holy Calm creeps Oer my peaceful Soul ; 
Anger and mad Ambition $ Storn ms: ſubſide. 


0 model Ev: ning! oft let me appear, 5 8 
A. wand'ring Vot'ry, in thy penſive Train, 
L.iſt'ning to ev ry wildly-warbling Note, 
Phat flo, Wich farewel e op dark Hing Plain: 


Be, ——— e e eee ee ee en eee 


s ONO XXI. 


„EH a; PHILLIS. 


"A DIALOGUE. 


_ 1 THEN you for me alone had Charms, 

And none more happy. fill'd your Arms. 
Your Strephen ſlighted, with Diſdain,, | 
The faireſt Maidens of the Plain, 1 
The faireſt Maidens of the Plain. 1 


. 
. g : 
„ 
— _ 5 * . 5 l rt 
SN "FI 7 e . 8 2 wen 1 5 4 
* N . vers HA Pont ok PEI TEN DENIES N ee 


He. While you 7 remain'd to me fi incere, 
Nor any Maid was yet more dear, 
I then was bleſt, my Joys were true, 
And J approv'd no Swain bar vou, HE 
And Lappyoy d, Wi. 35 
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Ee. But Dalia now has won my Heart, 
And does an equal Flame impart; 
Thro' ſportive Meads and Woods we rove, 
And tell our pleaſing Tales of Love, 

And e tell, Be. | 


The. Colin is now my Joy and Care, 
Each Tree our plighted Vows ſhall bear; 
And ſweeily glides the-Summer's Day, 
While ev'ry Month wich him is May, 
While ev'ry, c. | 


He. What if our former Loves return, 

And) all my Boſom for you burn; 

If gentle Delia pleaſe no more, 
And I'm your Strephon as before ? 
And I'm, Osec. e 


She. If Phillis may be woo'd: again, 
I'll leave the Shepherds of the Plain ;. 
Will love my Strephon kind and true, 
And live and die alone with you, 
And live, Sc. . 


Both. The Swain and Maid no more can prove 
Uufaithful to each other's Love; 
Their Breaſts ſhall ever beat the ſame, 
And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame, 
And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame, 


SONG XXII 


RIA when my Sight you bleſs, 


Each Morn, beneath your Cow, 
How can the Swain his Joy expreſs, 


Jo ſee thee in thy rural Dreſs, 
And hear thee ſinging too? 


72 A | 
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Thy Milk-white Waiftcoat, free from Stain, ; 
Denotes thy purer Thought, | 4 
As clear from Falſhood as Diſdain; 7 

And in thy ſoft and chearful Strain 1 

Muy Cares are all forgot. „ F 

Thy Breath excels the Breath of Morn, 4 

More fragrant than the Hay, | —_— 

Or Flow'rs, tho” in thy Boſom worn, ! 

Or Clover-graſs, or green-ear'd Corn, 4 

Or Cows, more ſweet than they. 4 

Thy modeſt Cheeks out-bluſh the Roſe, 3 

Whilſt I thy Charms recite ; 5 1 

Thy Lips are Cherries, Eyes are Sloes, 3 

And thy engaging Smiles diſcloſe _ 3 
Two Rows of lv'ry white. 1 5 5 

But, oh! the Burden of my Song „ ; 

Thoſe Charms may fall a Prey, : 

And be commanded, right or wrong, 1 

| By ſome dull Clown, whoſe vulgar Tongue 7 
: Can neither ſing nor ſay. 5 ] 
5 The Vi'let thus, that in the Mead | 
p _ Regal 'd our Smell, alas! q 
| No more muſt rear its bloomy Head, 


Stamp'd in by ſome black Ox's Tread, 
Or mow d with. common Graſs. 


The chearful Mornings, once ſo bleſt,. 

: The Ev'nings too, are o'er : pe: 
Fi Ye Cows, whoſe Teats Maria preſt, 

' Farewel: My Pride has done its beſt, 
1 Maria ſmiles no more. 22 
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SONG XXIII. 


A 8 May in all her youthful Dreſs, 
So gay my Love did once appear; 


A Spring of Charms adorn'd her Face ; 
| he N 


oſe and Lilly flouriſh'd there: 
Thus, while th' Enjoy ment was but young, 
Each Night new Pleaſures did create; 


Ambroſial Words drop'd from her Tongue, 


And am'rous Cupids round did wait. 


But, as the Sun to Weſt declines, 

The eaſtern Sky does colder grow, 
And all his radiant Looks reſigns : 
To the pale Moon, that rules below; 
So Love, while in her blooming Hour, 
My Chloe was all kind and gay 
But when Poſſeſſion nip'd that Flow'r, 


Her Charms, like Autumn, drop'd away. 


SONG XXIV. 


? HY will Florella, when I gaze, 


My raviſh'd Eyes reprove; 
And chide them from the only Face 
They can behold with Love? 


To ſhun your Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 


I ſeek a Nymph more kind; | 
And while I rove from Fair t6 Lair, 


Still gentle Uſage find. 


But, oh! how faint is ev'ry Joy, 
Where Nature has no Part! | 

New Beauties may my Eyes employ, 
But you engage my Heart. 8 


So 


8 
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So reſtleſs Exiles, doom'd to roam, 
Meet Pity ev'ry where; 


*. Yet languiſh for their native Home, 


Tho' Death attends them there. 


SONG XXV. 


_— EE, Stella, as your Health returns, 


All Nature does her Charms renew; 


| Phabus with greater Luſtre burns, 


Who veil'd his Face in Grief for you. 


No longer Iris ſheds her Tears, 


The Zephyrs ſofter Breezes blow; 
Flora in all her Pride appears, 
The Streams in dimpling Gladneſs flow. 


Wonder not then, too charming Maid, 


To ſee your Thyrſps ſympathize ; 


| Exceſs of Joy has Love betray d, 
And I no longer can diſguiſe. 


Not Adam, when in Zaden bleſs'd, 
Did a more rapt'rous Tranſport proye, 
When the fair Partner of his Breaſt 
Firſt rack d his Eyes, and taught him Love. 


SONG XXVI. 


AT sbepherds, fo chearful and gay, 


Whoſe Flocks never careleſsly roam, 


Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 


Oh] call the poor Wanderers Home: 


Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 


Nor talk of the Change that ye find; 
None once was ſo watchful as I: 


I have left my dear Phillis behind. 


Now 


ö 
5 
4 
1 
bes 
4 
v4 , 
1 
— 
"F 
1 F 
* * * 
4 
5 
I 
: 
3 
oF 
2 
AA 
5 
3 
ol 
: 
} 
# 
; 


1 
** 
+ 
+ 
E . 
5 
N 
2. 
4 
i 
N 
f 
— 
1 
? 
: 
# 
®; 


[ 47 ] 


Now I know what tis to have ſtrove 


With the Torture of Doubt and Deſire ; 
What *cis to admire and to love, | 

And to leave her we love and admire : 
Ah! lead forth my Flock in the Morn, 

And the Damps of each Ev'ning repel ; 


Alas! I am faint and forlorn: 


—— I have bade my dear Phillis farewel. 


Since Phillis vouchſaf'd me a Look, 


I never once dreamt of my Vine; 

May I loſe both my Pipe and my Crook, 
If I knew of a Kid that was mine: 

I priz'd ev'ry Hour that went by 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 

But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; 


And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


But why do I grieve thus in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did I come from the Plain, 
Where I fed on the Smiles of my Dear? 
They tell me, my favourite Maid, 
The Pride of that Valley, is flown ; 
Alas! where with her I have ftray'd 
I could wander with Pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair Nymph to forego, 
What Anguiſh I felt at my Heart! | 
Yer I thought——but it might not be ſo—— 
*Twas with Pain that ſhe ſaw me deparrt : 
She gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew z 
My Path I could hardly diſcern : 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The Pilgrim, that journeys all Day 

To viſit ſome far-diſtant Shrine, 

If he bears but a Relique away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine: 
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19]. 
Thus widely remov'd from the Fair, 
Where my Vows, my Devotion, 1 owe, 


Sott Hope is the Relique I bear, 


And my Solace where-ever I go. 
4 PASTORAL. 


Where the Hare bells and Violets grow, 


Where the Hare- bells and Violets grow. 


Not a Pine in my Grove is there ſeen 
But with Tendrils of Woodbine is bound; 


Not a Beech's more beautiful green 
But a Sweet-briar twines it around: 


Not my Fields, in the Prime of the Vear, 


More Charms than my Cattle unfold ; 
Not a Brook that is limpid and cle-r, 
But it glitters with Fiſhes of Gold, 
But it glitters, Sc. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the Bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 


Not a Shrub that I heard her admire, 


But I haſted and planted it there: 


Oh! how ſudden the Jeſſamine ſtrove 
„With the Lilac to render it gay 


Already it calls for my Love 
Jo prune the wild Branches away, 
To prune, S. e 


Banks they are furniſh'd with Bees, 
505 MW hoſe Murmur invites one to flecp; 
My Grottos are ſhaded with Trees, 
And my Hills are white-over with Sheep: 
I ſeldom have met with a Loſs, 5 
Such Health do my Fountains beſtow; 
My Fountains all border'd with Moſs, | 
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From the Plains, from the Woodlands and Groves, 
What Strains of wild Melody flow 5 


How the Nightingales wanble their Loves 
From Thickets of Roſes that blow ! 


And, when her bright Form ſhall appear, 


Fach Bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 
In a Concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, 


As ſhe may not be fond to reſign, 
As — ſhe may, Oc. 1 | 


L have found a Gift for my Fair, 


I have found where Wood-Pigeons breed ; 

But let me that Plunder forbear, | | 
She'll ſay 'rwas a barbarous Deed : 

For he ne'er cou'd be true, ſhe aver'd, 

Who could rob a Bird of its Young : 


I lov'd her the more, when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her Tongue, 
Such Tenderneſs, &c, b | 


I have heard her with Sweetneſs unfold 


How thar Pity was due to—a Dove: 
That it ever attended the Bold; _ 
And ſhe call'd it the Siſter of Love: 


Bur her Words ſuch a Pleaſure convey, 


So much I her Accents adore, © 


| Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſay, 


Methinks I ſhould love her the more, 
Methinks, Oc. 7 


Can a Boſom ſo gentle remain 


Unmov'd, when her Corydon ſighs ? 
Will a Nymph, thar is fond of che Plain, 
Theſe Plains and this Valley deſpiſe 2 
Dear Regions of Silence and Shade! 
Soft Scenes of Contentment and Eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly Rtray'd, 
If aught, in her Abſence, cou'd pleaſe, 
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But where does my Phillida tray ? 
And where are her Grots and her Bow'rs ? 
Are the Groves and the Valleys as gay, 
And the Shepherds as gentle, as ours ? 
The Groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the Face of the Valleys as fine; 
The Swains may in Manners compare, 
Hut their Love is not equal to mine, 
But their Love is not equal to mine, 


s ONO XxvIII. 


1 8 WE. ſhall I ay to make my Fair 
3 Believe my Love and Oaths ſincere: 

"wJ've call'd to witneſs, all above, 5 
My Faith, my Truth, my conſtant Love; 
Vet ſtill, ſhe ſays, ſhe never can 
Believe the Vows of faithleſs Man; 

Fee ſtill, ſhe ſays, ſhe never can 
Believe the Vows of faithleſs Man. 


She hears, unmov'd, my ardent Sighs, 

And reads, untouch'd, my ſpeaking Eyes; 

Has ſeen how every Action ſtrove © 
To teſtify eternal Love; | 
Tee flill, the ſays, &c. 


Ah, Celia, try how much I dare, 

To prove my Paſſion is ſincere ; 

And when I next before you ſue, i 
I'II ſwear by Truth, by Love, and you: 
My conſtant Faith then, if you can, 
Kill, with Diſgain, a faithful Man; 
My conſtant Faith then, if you can, 
Kill, with Diſdain, a faithful Man. 


„„ + SONS 


E 
SON G XXIX. 


AN on Creation, | 
Wasn't born to Vexation, 
His Paſtime was Pleaſure all the Day long; 
Pill Sin came upon him, 
Which ſoon had undone him, 
And brought all its Train of ine along. 


Then ſince by our Birth, 
We're entitled to Mirch, 
Let's enjoy each Moment of Life while we can F 
For there is no relying 
On Time, who, ſwift flyi ing, 
Cuts off in an laſtant the Pleaſures of Man. 


Be merry as Prudence, 

And fear no Intrudence, © 

Of any Thing hurtful to Nature or Joy; 5 
Shun Exceſs of Drinking, _ 
And Women, lewd Thinking, 
Much Wine and lewd Women you? Peace will deſtroy 


10 Muſic aclighting, 
And Singing inviting, 


In each innocent Pleaſure be frolick and gay: 


Adhere but to Virtue, 
And nothing can hurt you, 
| She I befriend you when Nature berſelf wen decay. 


SONG xxx. 


F from the Laftre of fs Sun 


To catch your fleeting Shade you run, 
0 vain is all your Haſte, Sir, 
In vain is all your Haſte, Sir; 
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n 
But if your Feet reverſe the Race, 
The Fugitive will urge the Chace, 

And follow you as faſt, Sir, 
And follow you as faſt, Sir. 


Thos, if at any Time, as now, 
Some ſcornful Flavia you purſue, 


In hopes to overtake her, 
In hopes, Se. : 


* 


Be ſure you ne'er too eager be, 


But look upon't as cold as ſhe, 


And ſeemingly forſake her, 
And ſeemingly, &. 


80 I and Phillis rother Day, 
Mere courſing round a Cock of Hay, 


Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o'crget her, 
Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o erget her: 


But when I found I ran in vain, 


Quite tir'd, I turn'd me back again, 
And, flying from her, met hex, 


And, flying from her, met her. 


d 


_F FOW can they taſte of Joys or Grief, 
b Who Beauties Pow'r did never prove? 

_ Love's all our Torments, our Relief, 
Our Fate depends alone on Love. 


| Was I in heavy Chains confin d, 


Neæra's Smiles wou'd eaſe that State : 2 
Nor Wealth nor Pow'r could bleſs my Mind, 
Curs'd be her Abſence, or her Hate, 


Of all the Plants which ſhade the Field, 
| The fragrant Myrtle does ſurpaſs; 


No Flow'r ſo gay that does not yield, 


Et To blooming Roſe's gaudy Dreſs. 


No 


4199 1 
No Star ſo bright that can be ſeen, 
When Phoebus” Glories gild the Skies: 


No Nymph ſo proud adorns the Green, 
But yields to fair Neera's Eyes. 


The am'rous Swains no Off 'rings bring, 
To Cujid's Altar as before: | 

To her they play, to her they ſing, 

And own in Love no other PW r. 


Cupid, thine Empire to regain, _ 
Upon this Conqu'ror try thy Dart ; 

O] touch with Pity for my Pain, 
| _ Neara's cold diſdainful Heart. 


SONG XXXIL 


| () Bell, thy Looks have pierc'd my Heart, 
I paſs the Day in Pain; „„ 
When Night returns I feel the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in van 
Em ftarving cold, while thou art warm, 
Have Pity, and incline 
And grant me for a Hap 5 
That charming Petticoat of thine ;. 
And grant me for a Hap  _ 
That charming Petticoat of thine. 


My raviſh'd Fancy in a Maze, 
Still wanders o'er thy Charms; 
Deluſive Dreams, ten thouſand Ways, 
Preſent thee to my Arms: 
But waking, think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline, 
Thoſe Pleaſures which can only cure, 
This panting Breaſt of mine; 


Thoſe Pleaſures, S. „„ 
. E 3 en 
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1 faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 


Becauſe you ftill deny 


The juſt Reward that's due to Love, | 


And let true Paſſion die: 


N 0 turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize 


Thar lovely Breaſt of thine ; 


Thy Petticoat wou'd give me Eaſe, 


If thou, and it were mine; 


Thy Petticoat, Se. 
Sure Heav'n has fitted Tag Delight 


That beauteous Form of thine ! 


And thou'rt roo good, its Law to light, ; 


By hind'ring the Deſign : 


May all the Powers of Love agree, 


Ar length to make thee mine 


Or looſe my Bands and ſet me free, 


From ev'ry Charm of thine; _ 
Or looſe my Bands and ſet me free, 
Fr rom ev ry Charm of thine. ; 


8 ON 6 XXXIII. 


B E ſweet roſy Morning 
Peeps over the Hills, 


Wh Bluſhes adorning 


The Meadows and Fields. 


Cuno. 


The merry, merry, merry Horn 


Cries, come, come away ; 


| W ake from your aden, 


And hail the new * 


The Stag rouz'd before us 


Away ſeems to fly, 


And pants to the Chorus 


Of Hounds i in full ory. INES 
Crorvs. 
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: Yet may there ſuch a decent n 


As Love and Awe at once create, 


4 SF] 


Cuonvs. 


Then tine: follow, follow, follow | 


The muſical Chace, 
W. here Pleaſure and vig rous 
Health you embrace. 


5 The Day' s Sport, when over, 


Makes Blood circle right, 


: And gives the brisk Lover 


Freſh Charms for the Night. 


Cnonvs. 


1 5 Then let us, "Jer us, enjoy 


All we can, while we may ; ;- 


fe Love crown the Night, 


As our "Spore crown the Day. 


s ON XXXIV. 


\EFEN D my Heart, ye Virgin Pow rs, = 
From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 


0 And ſhield me, in my gayer Hours, 


From Love's deſtructive Wiles : 
In vain let Sighs and melting Tears 
Employ their moving Art, 


f Nor may deluſive Oaths and Pray” hs 1 


Eier triumph oer my Heart. 


My calm Content and virtuous Joys 


May Envy ne'er moleſt, 
Nor let ambitious Thoughts ariſe _ LS Ae LE. 
Within my peaceful Breaſt: 


Such unaffected Pride, 


** Words and Actions Haig N 
. Let 


wa anc . — * 
p _= Jo « — © 4 > > 
5 == ; — 
* — 2 el ow ooo we <was — PRE 2 Pa 2 2 * 
- - * mY _ 


CEE = 
- — K * F — * = 
8 - 
—— — —— 
— . 
— . 4," 42 


r pr — —— — 8 
3 — . : my — — Fe — 
- * - = SS. 3 22 2 * 2 „ 'w (ap A. EIN 
— — Irons — * P nas <A EIT} 97 287-006, HERS 


[5] 


L 19 fond of empty Praiſe, 


| Each wanton Art diſplay, 


While Fops and Fools in Raptures gare, 
And ſigh their Souls away: 
Far other Dictates I purſue, 


My Bliſs in Virtue plac d, 


And ſeek to pleafe the wiſer Few, 


Who real * orth can dalle. 


s ON xXx. 


er 71A. wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Joys of Love ? 


Thou haſt Youth, and that's the Time 


Ev'ry Minute to improve: 


Round thee wilt thou never hear 


Little wanton Girls and Boys 


Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 


Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
n $ Frate and Mother $ Joys 1. 


Only view that little Dore, 


Softly cooing to his Mate; 


As a further Proof of Love, 


See her for his Kiſſes wait: 


Hark ! that charming Nightingale, 


As he flies from Spray to Spray, 
Swcetly tunes an am rous Tale, 
Sweetly tunes, &c, 

1 love, I love, he ſlrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy Soul rovial | 
hut the leaft, the thouſandth Part, 
: Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 
a a . Change of Heart : 


F 


— 


. 93) 
Then, repenting, would'ſt thou ſay, 
Virgin Fears from hence remove, 

All the Time is thrown away, 

All the Time is thrown away, 

That we do not ſpend in Love. 


$ONG XXXVI. 


VP good Emliſh Beer our Songs let's ra iſe, 
We've a Right by our Freedom Charter; 

And follow our brave Forefathers Ways, 

Who liv'd in the Days of King Arthur: 
Of thoſe gallant Days loud Fame has told, 

Beer gave the ſtout Britons Spirit; 1 

In Love they ſpoke Truth, in War they were bold, 
And flouriſh'd by Dint of Merit. Wy 


Cho. Then like them crown our Bowls, 
| Our plenteous brown Bowls, 
And take them off clever; 
To all true Engliſh Souls, 
And Old England, Old England, for ever: 
HFuzza Old England for ever, Ti, 
Huxza Old England for ever; 
Old England, Ola England, 
Huzza Old England for ever. 


The Glory in Love, or War they won, 
By Fighting, Retreats, and Sallies, 
Was from the Production of their own 
| Good Beer and roaſt Beef in their Bellies ; 
All foreign Attempts they did diſdain, 
So fir'd with Reſolution: 
For Liberty they'd bleed ev'ry Vein, 
To keep their own Conſtitution. 


|: Cho. Then like them crown our Boeuls, &c. . 
| „„ e 
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| FSH R ſweet of Voice and Air, : 


8]. 


Like them let us fill, and drink, and fiog, 


To all who our State are aiding ; 


To Commerce, that our Wealth does bring, 


And every Branch of our Trading: 
By Commerce all Grandeur we ſuſtain, 
That makes us a powerful Nation; = 
Then let us agree, and with Vigour maintain 
Our Trade and our Navigation. 2 


Cho. Then like them crown our Bowls, 


Our plenteous brown Bowls, 
And take them off clever; 

To all true Engliſh Souls, 1 
And Old England, Old Eng land, for eder: 
Huzza Old England for ever, | . 
Huzza Old England for ever; 
Old England, Old England, 

Huxxa Old England for ever. 


SONG XXXVII 


n CE LI A has a thouſand Charms; 


"Tis Heav'n to lie within her Arms: | 
While I land gazing on her Face, 8 


Some new and ſome reſiſtleſs Grace 


Fills with freſh Magic all the Place: 


Bur while the Nymph I thus adore, : | 


I thould my wretched Fate deplore ; 
For oh! Martillo, have a care, ; 1 
Her Sweetneſs is above Compare; 5 | 


Bur then ſhe's falſe as well as fair. 
 $ONG XXXVUL 
$$ CES: |: 
e 
Gentle Echo, haſte thee here, 


From 


„ 
From the Vale, where all around 
Rocks to Rocks return the Sound; 
From the ſwelling Surge that roars 
Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten Shores; 
From the ſilent moſs- grown Cell, 
Haunt of warbling Philome ; 
Where, unſcen of Man, you lie, 
Queen of woodland Harmony. 


RECITATIVE. 


Liſten, Nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narciſſus burn: 
Hark! the heav'nly Song begins: 
Air, be ſtill ; breathe ſoft, ye Winds; 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd Choir, 
While Dione ſtrikes the Lyre. 


. 


See, each Eye, each raviſh'd Ear, 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear; 
All around Enchantment reigns, 
Such the Magic of her Strains; 
Strains which, if thou can'ſt but learn, 


Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 


REC ITATIVE. 
Echo, ſhould they fail to move 
His obdurate Heart to love, 
Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 


Borrow, her enchanting Air. 
8 AIX. 


Learn her Eaſe, and Elegance 
1 Of Motion in the airy Dance; „ 


[ 6 ] 

= Learn the Grace with which ſhe ſtrays 

\ | Thro' the light fantaſtic Maze: 

| Add a thouſand Charms untold, 

| Should Narciſſus ill be cold; | 
| Charms, the leaſt of which would move 
His obdurate Heart to love. 


þ O N G XXXIX. 


ARK, Daphne, from the Hawthorn Buſh 
The ſpotted Finches ſing; 

In artle's Notes the merry Thruſh 

Salutes the blooming Spring: 
On verdant Bed the Vi'let lies, 

To wooe the weſtern Gale; 
While tow'ring Lillies meet our Eyes, 

Like love-lick Virgins pale. 
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The Rill that puſhes o'er the Shore, 


Winds murm'ring thro' the Glade; 
i So heart-ſtruck Thyrſis tells his Moan, 
= To win his clay-cold Maid: 

"= The golden Sun, in freſh Array, 
5 : Flames forward on the Sphere ; 


Around the Maypole Shepherds lay, 
To hall the flow. ry Year, | 5 


Say, mall we taſte the breezy Air, 
F Or wander through the Grove; 
Þ There talk of Sy/via's wild Deſpair, 
il The Prey of lawleſs Love? 


1 Ah! no, ſhe cries, o'er Sylvia's Fall 2h. „ 
MM Exult not, tho' twas juſt; | 8 4 
y Daſh not the Sinner's Name with Gall, | ©: 
: Nor triumph o'er her Duſt. x 
| 13 
True Virtue ſcorns to Aing 1 Dart, f 

Herſelf above all Fear; = i 

When Juſtice tings the guilty Heart, ö = 

She drops the gen“ rous | Tear: 1 = © hom + -- i 
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Then own, ye Nymphs, this godlike Truth 
Is on your Hearts impreſt; id 


On brighteſt Patterns form your Youti, 


Aud de for ever bleſt. 3 
SONG XL. 


| C Lo E, by all the Pow'rs abot e, 


To Damon vow'd eternal Love: 


A Role adorn'd her ſwecter Breaft ; 
She on a Leaf the Vow impreſt: 

But Zephyr, by her Side, at play, 
Love, Vow, and Leaf, blew quite away. 


SONG XII. 


E Fair, that would be bleſt in Love, | 
Take your Pride a little lower, 


Let the Swain whom you approve, _ 


Rather like you, than adore. | 


Love, that riſes into Paſſion, = 
Soon will end in Hate or Strife; 


But from tender Inclination, 


Flow the laſting Joys of Life. 
= '$ONG XLII. 


5 EAR the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of a Hill, 
A free-hearted Fellow attends on his Mill; 
Freſh Health blooms her ftrong roſy Hue o'cr his Face, 
And Honeſty gives eien to Awkwardneſs Grace, 
Beflour'd with his Meal does he labour and fin 

And regaling at Night, he's as bleſt as a King; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full Swill 


Of Liquor home-brew'd, to Succeſs of the Mill. 


He makes no nice Scruples of Toll for his TI ade, 
For that's an Exciſe to his Induſtry paid; 


Tea ] 


His Conſcience i is free, ard his Income is clear, 
And he values not them of Ten Thouſand a Year : 
He's a Freehold ſufficient to give him a Vote, 
At Elections he ſcorns to accept of a Groat; 


| | .T hey nel er can ſeduce the ſtanch Man of the Lill. 


On ks he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 
And hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the beſt; 


. 
May all Loyal Souls at the Man of the Mill. 


8 O N G XLIII. 
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F | He hates your proud Placemen, and do what they will, 


| "That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free Trade, 

| Nor good Britiſh Coin be in Subſidies paid. 

E. He fears the French Navy and Commerce increaſe, 
i Ayd he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have Peace; 
| | ITho' Old England, he knows, may have Strength and 

1 have Skill, | | 

; To protect all her Manors, and ſave his own Mill. 

By! With this benen Hope he goes Home to his Work. 
WF And if Water is ſcanty he takes up his Fork,  _ 
154 And over the Meadows he ſcatters his Hay, 
bi + | Or with the ſtiff Plough turns up Furrows of Clay: 
bt His Harveſt is crown'd wich a good Zngliſh Glee, 
[HIM "Thar his Couptry may ever be happy and free; 
5 Wich his Hand and his Heart to King George does he 


Y vr ning Bud of matchleſs Beauty, | 

Bloſſom of the Month of May; : 

=. | Adoration is my Duty, 

= At thy Shrine my Vows I pay. 

5 . ing ver each rival Feature, 

1 x Little wanton Crpids ſport; 

9 Verus, to fo bright a Creature, 
1 — un. enyying pay her Le, ap, 
{ | | SONG 
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[ 63 ] 
SONG XIIV. 


| Y Heart's like an Anvil, the Hammer is Love, 
And 'gainſt my poor Breaſt it ſo knocks — 

The Blows are ſo hard, that I'm ſure I cou'd prove 

Leſs Force wou'd demoliſh an Ox. 

The Godlin on me has exhauſted his Quiver, 


I feel the ſharp Arrow pierce thorough my Liver: 
None but you, pretty Maid, ſuch a Conqueſt c'er 


boaſted ; 


7] Takepity, or elſe I muſt die over-roafled, | 
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All the Trophies of the Spring. 


SONG XLV. 


1 Appy Scene of gay Delight! 


Warm my Breaſt, and ſooth my Care; 


Love will eber aſſert his Right; 


Then let Lovers ne'er deſpair. 


Bring me Lillies, bring me Roſes, 
Myrtle Wreaths and blooming Poſies: 

| Haſte you, Nymphs, and hither bring 
All the Trophies of the Spring. 


Baleful Cypreſs caſt aſide, 


(Emblem of deipairing Love) 


And the weeping Willow hide 


Near the inauſpicious Grove, 


Bring me Lillies, bring me Roſes, 


Myrtle Wreaths and blooming Poſies: 


1 Haſte you, Nymphs, and hither bring 


SONG XLVI. 


| Ou let me, unreſery'd, declare 


The Dictate of my Breaſt; 


My Yyrſ reigns unrivai'd there, 


An cver-welcome Gueft. % Ty os 


c 
ng? - 
— © 


* 2 82 — 8 
A Sa : 
-- . 
r . — oe be ee 
gt LM er ere err A 2 


7 


25C—.ę3n.ù — P 


[4] 
No more our ſprightly Nymphs I meet, 5 
But ſeek the lonely Grove; Eo 


There, ſighing ro myſelf, repeat | 
Some tender Tale of Love. 


When abſent from my Jonging Sight, 
Re is my conſtant Theme ; | 


— His ſhadowy Form appears by Night, 


Aad ſhapes the Morning Dream. 


ve ſpotleſs Virgins of the Plain, 
Deem not my Words too free; 


: For ere my Paſhon you arraign, 


You muſt haue lov d *. me. | 


so XVII. 


Y Pride i is to hold all Mankind in my Chain ; 


Tbe Conqueſt I prize, tho' the Slaves I diſdain: 
Ill teaze them and vex them, | 


I'll plague and perplex them: 
Sings Men try all Arts our weak Sex to betrays 
V11 ſhow them a Woman' s as Cunning as ey. 


| Young Damon ador'd me, and Lycon the vain, 


* Turns 1 encourag'd each amorous Swain; ; 
They knelt and they trembled, 
I ſmil'd and diſſembled: 
Since Men try all Arts our weak Sex to > betray, 


_ I] ſhow them a Woman's as cunning as they. 


Then hear me, ye Nymohs, and my Counſe] believe, | 
Keſiſt all their Wiles, the Deceivers deceive; | 
Their cant ing and whining, | 
Their ſighing and pining, 
Are all meant as Baits our weak Sex to betray; 'S 
* prove there are Women as s Cunning as they, 


SONG 
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8 0 NG XL. vIII. 


BE Drum i is unbrac d, and the a6 no more 
Shall rouſe the fierce Soldier to fight; 


Our Meads ſhall no longer be floa:ed witn Gore, 


Nor Terror diſturb the calm Night. 

Once more o'er the Fields golden Harveſts ſhall ſhine, 
The Olive her Flow'rers increaſe; _ | 
n purple Cluſters ſhall bluſh on the Vine; 3 

heſe, theſe, are the Bleſſings of Peace. 


The Shepherd ſecurely now roams thro” the Glade,. 


Or merrily pipes in the Vale; 


The Youth in ſoft Numbers. attempts his coy Maid : :- 
The Virgins dance blithe in the, Dale. 


The Flow'rs, with gay Colours, embroider the Ground, : 
Unpreſs'd by an Enemy's Feet; 

The Bleatings of Sheep from the Hillocks reſound, 
And the „ PCs: their trim Sonnets e 


1 0 N 0 XLIX.. 


8 thaw: 1 fas: Peace * twixt the Hawk and the 

| Dove, ; 

As to find it with Woman and Man; A 

Or prompted by Hate, or incited by Love, 
They both will deceive when they can. 

The Shepherd, forgetful of Oaths and of Vows, 
Will run to a Face that's more new; 

And often the Women, or Maiden, or Spouſe, 
The very ſame Method purſde: 


The Vouth to ond the dear Nymph he admires, 
By Falſhood expreſles his Flame; 

To gain the lov'd Boy who her Boſom inſpires, 
Does not Cloe exactly the ſame 7 * 
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How juft's the Diviſion ? Man's born to perſuade 
We liften, and think him ſincere: 

But then, has nor Nature been kind to the Maid! ? 

She gave her the Smile and the Tear. 


Intrepid as Heroes, Men etch at their Joys | 

And force us by Storm to comply; / | 
Me, helpleſs poor Creatures, by Faſhion made coy, | 
Conſent when we feebly deny. 

Like Armies drawn out into martial Array, 
The Sexes call forth all their Pow'rs ; 
And if for the Men goes the Battle To day, 
To- wor rom the Triumph 3 is ours. | 


SONG I 


NOddeſs of the dimp' ling Smile, 
Quit, ah! quit thy fav'rite Ifle ; 
Croun'd with Myrile W rcath, advance; 
From the Hand of giddy Chance 
Snatch the Pow'r to make me bleſs'd, 
Be it thine to eaſe m = Breaſt. 
In ber Ivory Car the fair Queen I behold, 
Ber Cygnets in Trappings of Purple and Gold ; 
: Diſplaying their Pinions I ſee the young Loves: - 5 
All brighter than Sun-ſhine, all ſoft as her Doves. 
Wirh Raptures, O Ferns, I bow at thy Shrine: 
She whiſpers n me ſofily, Young 2. 5 is thine, 


80 NG LI. 
COLLIN and DAPHNE 


DUET. 


\ Say' + muſt 1 figh and pine, my Love? * 
O, ſay? muſt I ſigh and pine? 1 
You're cruel, I ſwear, 


as a 2 or — 


„ 
13 If you don't to my With incline, my Love; 
If you don't to my With incline, 


COLLIN. 


So much I delight in thee, my Dear; 
Sa much I delight in thee; 
3 3 Thou may'ſt ſigh, pine, and moan, 
„Or may ſt let it alone; N 
,Tis all the ſame to me, my Dear; 
Tis all the ſame to me. Es 


- DAPHNE 
But ſay, ſhould I break my Heart, my Love? 
Bur fay, ſhould I break my Heart ? 
rn you not be diſmay'd 
To have murder'd a Maid 
With Cupid's keeneſt Dart, my Love? 
With Gzp#id's keeneſt Dart? 
COLLIN. 
I ſhould not be much difmay'd, my Dear 1 
6 1 ſhould not be much diſmay'd : 
8. q If you think that I lye, 
You had better go try, 


I am not much afraid, my Dear; 
I am not much afraid. 


DAPHNE. 


Since nothing, I find, will do, my Love ; 
Since nothing I find will do; — 
My Heart I'll break—— _ 7 
No, III live for your ſakę; 
And F11 live to laugh at you, my Love; 
And live to laugh at you. 
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SONG 
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80 Ul 


7 HE TRSI& 


| T OW the Snow-drop lifts her Head 7 
Cowllips riſe from golden Bed; 


Silver Lillies paint the Grove: 
Welcome May, and welcome Love. 


PHILLIS,. 


Hark ! the merry Finches ſing, 


 Heralds of the blooming Spring E 


And the artleſs Turtle-Dove 


Cooes at once to May and Love. 


THYRSIS. 


Long the clay-cold Maid denies, 
Nor regards her Shepherd's Sighs: 


Now your fond Petitions move, 


May's the Seaſon form'd for Love. 


PHILLIS 
While adown the flopy Hill 


Tinkles ſoft the guſhing Rill, 


Balmy Scents perfume the Grove, 


May unbends the Soul to Love. 
F DAPHNE, 


Now the Bee, on fily'ry Wings, 


Flow ry Spoils unweary'd brings ; 


Spoils that Nymphs and Swains approve. 
Soft as May, and ſweet as Love, . 


And 


ud 


As dear as I'm confeſs'd to him, 


1 
And the Swallow's chitping Brood, 
Skim around the cryſtal Flood : 
Then in wanton Circlets rove, 


| Playful as the God of Love. 


2 YSLLTN 
On the Fair that deck our Iſle, 
May each Grace and Virtue ſmile! 
And our happy Shepherds prove 


Days of Eaſe, and Nights of Love. 


SONG LIL 


HAT tho! my Parents frown and ſcold, 


Still Jockey I approve ; 
'The Youth is handſome, free and bold, 
And pays me Love for Love. 


b 5 My Father when at Jocteys Age 
Did juſt the ſame as he; 
And Mother too, I dare engage, 


Did juſt the ſame like me. 


When firſt the Swain his Suit addreſs'd, 


I flutter'd and look'd pale; | 


| He ſigh'd and vow'd, he kiſs d and preſs'd, 


And told the fondeſt Tale: 


Then out he pull'd his oaten Reed, 


And play 'd fo ſweet a Strain; 
That all he ask'd I gave indeed, 
And wiſh'd he'd ask'd again. 


How blef am I when > cows bo by? 
How happy in his View?  _ 

Tho other Nymphs cry piſh and fie, 
Yet hang me if I do: | 

As to the Flocks the cooling Stream, 
Or Flow 'ret to the Bee; ” 


So dear the Youth to me, 


4b 


[ 70 ] 


Ah! fraught with all his Sex's Art, 


Shou'd Fockey faithleſs prove; 


Where, where, ſhall my poor wan 


Again beſtow its Love? 
But tis an hundred unto ten 
He'll wed me, to fecure ; 


And when he asks me—why—what then ? 


IU have him to be ſure. 


8 


SONG Uv. 


N, on, my dear Brethren, 


And refine on the Rules 
Of old Architecture: 

High Honour to Maſons 
The Craft daily brings, 

To thoſe Brothers of Princes, 
And Fellows of Kings. 


We drove the rude Vandals 
And Goths off the Stage, 
And reviv'd the old Aris 
Of Auguſtus fam'd Age; 

And Far deftroy'd the 
Vooaſt Temple in vain, 
Since ſo many now riſe 

Under Montagu's Reign. 


The noble Five Orders, 
Compos'd with ſuch Art, 
Shall amaze the ſwift Eye, 
And engage the whole Heart ; 
Proportion, ſweet Harmony, 
Gracing the W hole, 
Give our Works, like the 
Glorious Creation, a Soul. 


d'ring Heart 


Purſue the great Lecture, 


Then 


5 E 


S. EIB 


WE Fr EATS: 


25 MEI 


Rever'd ic ſhall ſtand 


To all Maſons a Bumper, | = 


Our ancient, firm Union 


| DL Maſonry be now my Theme, 


And with ſweet Union all your noble Deeds be 


3 Cnonve. 


RT 


Then Maſter and Brethren, | 
Preſerve our great Name, 1 
This Lodge ſo maj: ſtick | 
Shall purchaſe you Fame; 


Till all Nature expire, 
And its Glories ne'er fade, 
Till the World is on Fire. 


See, ſee, behold here what 
© Rewards all our Toll, 


| Inſpires our Genius, and 


Makes Labour ſmile : 


To our noble Grand-Maſter 


Let a Bumper be crown'd; 
So let i it go round. 


Again, my loy'd Brethren, 
Again let it paſs, 


. 4 x 55 
On. 


Cements with a Glaſs; 
And all the Contention 

*Mongſt Mafons ſhall be, 
Who better can work, 

Or who better agree: | 


N 
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SONG LV. 
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Throughout the World to ſpread its Fame, 
And eternize each worthy Brother's Name: 
Your Praiſe ſhall to the Skies reſound, 
In laſting Happiteſs abound, 


crown . 


. —— —— ——— = 


T9] 
Cuno 
Sing then, my Muſe, to Maſons Glory, 
Your Names are ſo rever d in Story, 


That all th' admiring World do now adore ye. 


Let Harmony divine inſpire,  __ 
Your Souls with Love and generous Fire, 
To copy well wiie Solomon your Sire. 
_ Knowledge ſublime ſhall fill each Heart, 
The Rules of Geometry i impart, 


vw hilft Wiſdom, dtrength and Beauty ron the | 


glorious Art. 


Sing then, my Muſe, &c. | 


Let noble Crawferd's Health go round, 

In ſwelling Cups all Cares be drown'd, _ 

And Hearts united *'mongft the Craft be found. 
May everlaſting Scenes of Joy, 2 | 

His peaceful Hours of Bliſs employ, 


Which Time's all conqu'ring Hand, ſhall nc'er, ſhall | 


ne'er deſtroy. 


Sing then, my Muſe, &c. 


My Brethren, thus all Cares .refign, 

Your Hearts let glow with Thoughts divine, 

And Veneration ſhow to Solomon's Shrine. 

Our annual Tribute thus we'll pay, + 

That late Poſterity may ſay, | 

We've crown' 
Day. 
Sing then, my Muſe, &c. 


BL: i 4, 2 
Y Maſon's Art th' aſpiring Dome 
In various Columns ſhall ariſe ; 
All Climates are their native Home, 


” Their godlike Actions reach the Skies: 


d with Joy this glorious, happy, happy 
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Heroes and Kings revere their Name, 


And Poets img cheir laſting Fame. 


Great, generous, virtuous, good and brave, 
Are Titles they molt juſtly claim; 
Their Deeds ſhall live beyond the Grave, 
And ev'ry Age their Fame proclaim: 
Time fhall their glorious Acts 1nrol], | 
And Love with Friendſhip charm the Soul. 


SONG LVIl. 


T HUS mighty eaſtern Kings, and ſome 
Of brani's Race, and Monarchs good, 


Ot Egypt, Syria, Greece, and Rome, 


True Architecture underſtood. 


No wonder then if Maſons join 


To celebrate thoſe Maſon Kings, 
Wich ſolemn Note, and flowing Wine, 
Whilſt ev'ry Brother jointly ſings. 


CON Us. 
Who can unfold the royal Art, 
Or ſing its Secrets in a Song? 
They re ſafely kept in Maſon's Heart, 
And to the ancient Lodge belong. 


SONG LVII. 


"TAIL Maſonry, thou Craft divine! 
Glory of Earth, from Heaven reveal'd; 


Which doth with Jewels precious ſhine, 


From all but Malons Eyes conceal'd. : 


CuoR Us. 


Thy Praiſes due who can rehearſe, 


In nervous Proſe, or flcewing Verſe? 
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As Men from Brutes diſtinguiſh d are, 
A Maſon other Men excels; 


For what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 


But in his Breaſt ſecurely dwells. 
His filent Breaſt and faithful Heart, 
Preſerve the e of the Art. 


From ſcorching Heat, and piercing Cold, 
From Beafis whoſe Roar rhe Foreſt rends: 

From the Aſſaulis of Warriors bold, £ 
he Maſon's Art Mankind defends. 

Be ts this Art due Honour paid, | 

From awhich ann receives a Ai. 


Enſt igns of Stubs; that feed our Pride, 


Dil inctions troubleſome and vain! 
By Maſons true are laid aſide, | 
Art's free-born Sons ſuch Toys diſtain. 


Ennobled by the Name they bear, 


Diſtivguiſh'd by the Badge yy Wear. 


Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy free, 
Friendiy Converſe of Brocherhood ; 

The Lodge's laſting Cement be, 
Which has for Ages firmly ſtood. 


A Lodge thus built, for Ages paſty 


Has iafteas and will ever laſt. 


Then in our Fon gs 1 Juftice done, 

To thoſe who have enrich'd the Art, 
From Jabel down to Burlington, 

And let each Erother bear a Part. 
[et noble Maſons Health go round, 
Their * in lefty "_ — 


1 


EE * f ; 8 2 * Dy an 


5 I i haſten to the ſylvan Shades, 
: 


Nor tune my Pipe as heretofore. 

Why did I look, with wiſhful Eye, 
Why did I not the Danger ſpy, 
Since Daphne's falſe, I ſigh in vain. 


Je tunefu] Groves, who hear my Sighs, 
Fer hide her cruel from my Eyes. 


But oh! what Blif would fill my Heart, 


Influence, oh! Queen of ſoft Defire, 
The Maiden with Love's gentle Fire, 


LT 
SONG LIX, 
STREPHON. 

A CANTATA. 
RECITATIV E. 
Where od'rous Flow'rs perfume the Glades ; | 

ere to the Winds my Sighs repeat, 


And leave my Lambs alone to bleat: 
The merry Dance I'll joia no more, 


„ 
Upon the lovely Maid ?— 


When Love did me invade ? 
Ah, luckleſs me! ſucceſsleſs Swain] 


RE CIT ATI VE. 


AIR. 


I Daphne cou'd be kind 
W hat Tranſpert then would Joy impart, 
To cheer my drooping Mind ! 
Oh! charming Fair, 
With graceful Air, 
As ſweet as May, 
As bright as Day, 


G 2 SONG 


1 
SONG LX. 


HE Parent Bird, whoſe little Neſt. 
Is by its tender Young poſleſs'd, 


'V\ ich ſpreading Wi ings, and downy — 


Does cheriſh them with Love; 


Bat ſoon as Nature plumes their Wings, 


And guides their Flight to Groves an springe, 
Quite unconcern'd the Parent ſings, 
Regardleſs where they rove. 


While hapleſs we of Human Race 


The laſting Cares of Life embrace, 


And fill our beſt Affection place, 


On what procures us Pain: 


Tho' Children, as their Years increaſe,” 
Increaſe our Fear, and ſpoil our Peace, 


Paternal Love will never ceaſe, 
But ever r will remain, ns 


so N IXI. 


I. I live to grow old, for find I go "PERS 


Let this be my Fate in a fair Country Town ; 
Let me have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at my Gate, 
And a cleanly young Girl to rub my bald Pate: 

May I govern my Paſſion with an abſolute Sway, 


And grow wiſer and better as my Strength wears away, 
Without Gout or _— by a gentle Won dy 4 gentls 


Decay. 


Ina Country Town, ba A murmuring Brook, 
Wi. ih the Ocean at Diſtance whereon I may look; 


With a ſpacious Plain without Hedge or Sti le, 


And an eaſy Pad-Nag to ride out a e: 
May I . ces 


Wi 
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W ich Horace and Petrarch, and two or three more, 
Of the beft Wits that liv'd in the Ages before; 


With a Diſh of roaſt Mutton, not Veniſon nor Teal, 


And clean, tho' coarſe, Linnen ut every Meal: 


May I govern, Oc. 


With a Pudding on Sundays, and four humming Ligdes; 
And Remnants of Latin io welcome the Vicar ; | 
With a hidden Reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 


To drink the King's Health as oft as: [ dine: 
May J govern, Osec. 


When the Days are grown "Hort, and it freezes and : 


ſnows, 


' May I have a Coal Fire as high as my Noſe ; 


A Fire which once ſtirred up with a Prong, 
Will keep the Room temperate all the N ight long: 
May 1 govern, PP: 


With a Courage undaunted, may I face my 1:0 Day, | 
Aud when | am dead, may the better Sort ſay, 
In the Morning when ſober, in the Evenir g when 


mellow, 


He's gone and has left not behind him his Fellow ; 
For he govern'd his Paſhon with an abſolute Sway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his Strength wore away, 

Without Gout or Stone, by : a gentle Decay. 


8 ON G LXII. 


\OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bull, 
Each Lad with his Laſs hither come, 


Wich Singing and Dancing, in Pleaſure KEV. 


To celebrate Harveſt Home: 
Tis Ceres bids play, and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home. 


G 3 Dor 
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Our Labour is o'er, our Barns in full Kore, 
Now ſwell with rich Gifts of the Land; 
Let each Man then take, for his Prong and his Rake, 
His Cann and his Laſs in his Hand : 3 
For Ceres, dee. | | : 


| No Courtier can be, ſo happy as we, 
In Innocence, Paſtime, and Mirth; 
While thus we carouſe, with our d eetheart, or Spouſe, 


And rejoice o'er the Fruits of the Earth: 


When Ceres bids play, and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home... 


12 celebrate Harvek Home. 
8 0 N 6 L&I. 
2 a 0 NM P. STOR, LAUR 4 | 
DAMON. DD 


BR EE Goddeſles flanding together, 
. Thus puzzled young Paris one . 
Can ] judge the Value of either, © 
Where both bear fo equal a . ? 


PASTORA 


Conſider my Wit and Condition, 
Conſider my Perſon likewiſe: 

I neyer was us'd to petition ; 
Sos prithee make uſe of your Eyes. 


| E 4 UR Fg 
No Merit I plead but my Paſſion ; 


T'was needleſs to mention your Vow: * 
Reflect, with a little Compaſſion, 


On bat this poor Boſom feels ow. | 
| 5 4 Ac 0 x 


2 e ee 


BRO Sg ag 


x 


You're Part of the Goods of Palæmon [T7 0 Paſtors. 


: I know that my Perſon is charming, 


That Dowdy your Senſes alarming, 


I ne'er was more pleas'd 1 aſſure you: 


The Thruſh and the Linget contend i in their Song. 5 


L751 
DAM ON. 


Some Genius direct me, or Dæmon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong 


TI give you to. whom you belong. 


PASTO RA. 


Beyond what a Clown can diſcover; 


Proves what a dull Fhing 1 is a Lover. 


rl quit the dull Plains for the City, - 5 


W here Beauty is follow'd by Merit: 


| Your Tafte, ſimple Damon, I pity : 


_ Your Wit who would wiſh to inherit? 2 


: Perhaps you. may think you perplex me, 


And that I my Anger would ſmother: 


The Loſs of one Lover can't vex me ; 


My Charms will procure me mother. 


a "> 


How odious they look! I can't bear em 


FX hy ou much 155 of your Fury: 


ge into Pieces could tear em! . 


DAMON. 


| Contented all Day I will ſit at your Side, 


Where Poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool Tide; 


And, while the clear River runs purling along. 


The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song, 
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LA U RA. 
While you are but by me, no Danger I fear: 


Ve Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is ner; 
Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may pleaſe, 
For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at Eaſe, 


For my Shepherd, &#c. | 
DAMON. 


Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, © 
The Wiſh of each Heart, and the Theme of each Lay; 


 Neeer yield to the Swain till he make you a Wife, 


For he who loves truly will take you for Life, 
For he who, Oc. iD 1 nr 


LA U RA. 


* 


Ve Vouths, who fear nought but the Frowns of the Fair, : 


Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Care; 
Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 


Nor betray the ſweet Creatures you're born to defend, 
D oe oa, 


BOT H. 


For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins renown'd; | 
Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found: 


Be their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 


Jo preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their 


To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their 


Tout. 
sONG LXIV. 


OUs' D Europe now is up in Arms, 
Bellona ſpreads her dire Alarms, 


The Trump of Fame with martial Sound, NV 
Th' admiring World re- echos round; 1 
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Britannia once roſe high in Fame, | 
No State but dreaded Britain's Name, 
As far as is the fartheſt Shore, 


[ 81 } 


And Pruſia's King, in dread Array, 
Strikes neighbouring Monarchs with Diſmay. 


He has the Sword already weild, 
And dy'd with Blood the waring Field; 


From iron Mouths grim Death has roll'd, 
And mimic Thunder frights the World; 


Whole Armics now for Fight prepare, 


And Kings invoke the God of War. 


— 


Albion's Lion's been heard to roar : 
France does England now deride, 


| : Rouſe up and cruſh the Gallic Pride, 


Send flying Death enwrapt in Lead, 
_ Your Chain and Shot with double Head; 
From bellowing Lungs thro pervious Air, 
Deſtroy her Coaft, her Monarch ſcare: 
Aſſert your Rights, Home Victory bring, 
And ſave your Country and your King. 


SONG LXV. 


; . S T Time I ſaw my Chloe's Eyes, 


As uſual firſt our Talk was Love; 


But ſuddenly as Topicks riſe, 


So we to other Subjects move: 
Lask d if ſhe had din d? on what? 


For nought with us amiſs iss 
She to my Queſtion d anſwer d pat, 
On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes. 


Now cou'd you think I'm jealous grown? 


Indeed 'tis true as I am here 
But yet on me ſhe ne'er did frown : 


Then Rivals I've no need to fear. 
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Yet ſtill, alas! rwou'd pierce my Breaſt, F 
If aught I've done amiſs is ; 

To make her with another Feaſt, 

On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes. 


: Come, Hymen, God of nuptial Band, | 


And light ro Hymeneal Bliſs ; 
Tian, I have a Hand ; | 
A Dowry good, I'll give her theſe : . 
What is more choice, then Truth to sive, 
To that all Wealth amiſs is; 


| Poſſeſs d of her, content I'd live, 


On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiffes. 


SONG LXVI 


HEN April Day began to riſe, WED 
I ſaunter'd o'er the verdant Mead, 5 


And lovely Sally caſt her Eyes, 


W here'er my verdant Foot- ſteps led p;, 


All full of Mirth appear'd the Fairs 


Upon the Margin of a Pool; 
She beckon'd, bur as I drew near, | 
She, laughing, call d me April Fool. 


1 ſhook my poor Unthinking Head, 
That never dreamt on April Day; 


However to myſelf I ſaid, 


Young Maid III ſoon this Trick repay : 
She ask'd me why J ſtupid ſtood, 
Like ſome poor frighted Boy at School 1 


Becauſe the Goddeſs of the Flood, 


Says I, makes me an April Fool. 


| Ob, la! aid ſhe, fine Words indeed, 


Enough ro win a Maiden's Heart; 


Come Collin ſound thy oaten Reed, 


And play : a e ere we > 5 


r wg i des Are 3 
* 


I drew - 
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1 drew my Pipe which pleas'd her well, 


Nor wou'd I let her Fondneſs cool; 


I laid her dows, but muſt nor tell, 
Ho the was made an MINE F ool. 


8 O N G LXVII. 


Loft myſelf when firſt I view d, 
Fair Jennys charming Face, 


. ſtubborn Heart by Love ſubdu d, 


Began to melt a- pace: 


| Tho' Beauty's Charms it did withſtand, 


_ Unconquer'd oft before; 
Vet now at yields beyond Command, 
To worſhip and adore. 


The braveſt Heart that ever grac'd, 


The Breaſt of Mankind here, 


Would quickly find itſelf embrac'd, 


Should Jenny but appear: 


The Gods themſelves whom Heaven greets, 


Would ſoon deſcend below, 


- Ever to revel in the Sweets, 


nich Jenny does beſtow. 


No Wonder then the paſſive Heart, 


Of mortal Man gives Way, 


5 To Charms which Love to Gods i impart, 


Who in their Turns obey; 


And own that ne'er was Woman ſeen, 
In Beauty's Form compleat; 


Till they beheld fair Jenny's Mein, | 
Where all the Graces meet. 


Juno. Minerva, Venus too, 1 
To form her all conjoin'd, 


. Wove VN iſcom faſt in Beauty 8 Clue, 
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Who iv but knows this Fair One's Name, 


W hom reſts Love's ſole Defence on, 


| When ev'ry Hour reſounding ans 


Proclaims 1 it © Jenny Benſon. 
$0 N G LXVIII. 


\ EAR Ned let us tate the true Pleaſures of 5 
Wine, 


And implore the God Bacchus to aid our - Deſi ien; 


Nor nicely ſet up for Champaign, nor the Boaſt 


_ Of ſome haughty Court gy 4 black Beſs be the Toaſt. ; 
Let us drink *cill we ſtare, ets 
5 And ſhew each proud Minx Thar. we 6 NO OP... 


et's defy the Reformer, 


"RET - 


Let the "RY and the Belles, and the rere 4 | 


. Croud, 


Of all their gay Nothings anbleloatly proud, 
Call us dull drunken Sors, or whate'er they think fit; 


But tis Wine, and not Women, engenders true Wit. 


Then leave them their amorous Fables to forge, 


But fall n not to meet thy kind Friend at the George. | 


$ONG LXIx. 


0 ME, let us prepare, 
We Brothers that are 
Met together on merry Occaſion ; 


Let us drink, laugh, and ſing, 


Our Wine has a Spring; 
Here's a Health co an 9 Maſon, 


The World i is in Pain, 
Our Secret to gain, 


But ſtill let them eier and gaze 0 ; 


*Till they're ſhewn the Light, 


They'li ne'er know the right . 
"Word, ar Sign, of an a Accepted Maſon. | 


1 
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Tis this, and "tis thar, 
They cannot tell What; 
Why ſo many great Men in the Nation, 


Should Aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one, 


With a Free and an Accepted Maſon, 


Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords, 
1 5 Have laid by their Swords, : Fo 


This our Myſt'ry to put a good Grace « on; 


And ne'er been aſham'd, 
| To hear themſelves nam'd, 


With a Free and an Accepted Meſon.. 


Antiquity' s Pride, 
Mie have on our Side, 


It makes each Man ju? i in tis Station 


! There's nought but what's good, 
To be underſtood, 


By a Free and an Accepted Maſon, 


We're true - and fincerey- | 
We're juft to the Fair, 


They'll truſt us on ev'ry Occafi, Mn, 
No Mortal can more 


Phe Ladies adore, 


Than a Free and an Aoceyted M on. 


SONG LXX. 


"HILE Beaux to pleaſe the Ladies write, 
Or Bards to get a Pinner by” ad 
Their well fzign'd Paſſions tell: 


Let me in humble Verſe proclaim, 


My Love for her who bears the Name 
Of charming Kitty Fell, 


1 Charming Kitty, ig Kitty, 
- Oh charming Kitty, Kitty Lell. 
© "34 


That 


E 


That 0 $ beruiful and young, 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well: 
J feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 
The Dart, more ſharp than pointed Steel, 
That came from Aitty Fell, 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, 
L Oh! f charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


of late I hop'd, by Reaſon's Aid, | 
| To cure the Wounds which Love had made, 
And bade a long Farewel: | 
But t'other Day ſhe croſs'd the Green, 
I ſaw, I with I had not ſeen, 
Mĩiy charming Kitty Fell, 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, 
Oh! charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


| Task'd her why me paſs'd that W. ay? 
To Church, ſhe cry'd, I cannot ſtay; 
„„ WY BY don t you hear the Bell? 
To Church !—-oh ! take me with thee there; 
I pray'd—ſhe wou'd not hear my Pray 03. 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell, | 
Cruel Kitty, charming Kitty, 
Ah! cr rucl Kitty, — Fell. 


And now I find *tis all in vain, . 
4 live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in Chains to dwell: 
For tho! ſhe caſts a ſcornful Eye, | 
In Death my faulrring Tongue will cry, 
Adieu, dear Kitty Fell, 
Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty Fell. 
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SONG LXXI. 


FAIR Kitty beautiful and young, 
And wild as Colt untam'd, 5 

beſpoke the Fair from whom ſhe prongs 
With little Rage inflam'd: | 

Inflam'd with Rage at fad Reſtraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd ; 

And ſorely vexd to play the Sein. | 

While Wir and Beauty reign'd ; 


While Wit and. Beauty re - - - = ig 


And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd. 


Muſſ Lady Jenny frisk about, 

And viſit with her Couſins? 

At Balls muſt ſne make all the Rout, 
And bring Home Hearts by Dozens? 

What has ſhe better, pray, than 1? 
What hidden Charms to boaſt? 

That all Mankind for her ſhou'd die, 

While Jam ſcarce a Toaſt? 

Am ſcarce a To - - - - aſt? 

Thar all Mankind for her ſhou'd die, | 

While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? Es 


Dear, dear Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try; 
III have my Earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the Reaſon why. 


i Fond Love prevail'd, Mamma gave Way ; 5 


And Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 

And ſet the World on Fi ire; 
| On Fi- - - = - re: 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire. 


Hs 


5 8 0 N G LXSIL 
"R Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the gay 


Plain, 


Apt roach from your Sports, and attend to my Strain; ; 


Amongfl all your Number, a Lover ſo true, 


Was ne? er ſo undone, with ſuch Bliſs 1 in his View. 


Was ever a Nymph fo hard _hearted as mine ? 7: 


She knows me fincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 


She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 
| Buc calmly, and mildly, reſigns me to Death. 


She calls me her Friend, but her Lover FE 
She ſmiles when I'm chearful, bur hears not my sige; + 


A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, 
Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair, £ 


I fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears; 

Her Anſwer confounds, while her Manner endears ; E 

Muhen ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, Ks 
My trembling Lips bleſs her, in ſpire of my Grief. 


By Night while I lumber, fill haunted with Care, 
I Rart up with Anguiſh, and ſigh for the Fair; 
The Fair fleeps in Peace, may ſhe ever do ſo, 
Aud only When dreaming, imagine my Woe. 


Then gaze at a Diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 
Nor think ſhe ſhould love, whom ſhe cannot admire; 
Huh all thy Complainir. g, and dylvg ker Slave, 

Cummend her to Heav' Dy and thy ſelt to the Grave. 


SON 6 LXXIII. 


F7 rephen, with native Freedom bleſs'd, | 
No Puſſion long cou'd move; 


No gen.le Flame glow'd in his Breaſt, 


Nor ever thoug lt of Lors. 


Whene'er 


Ll 


Rs Es; ae 
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3 
Whene'er he view'd the ſhining Fair, 
Twas coldly, and uncharmd; _ 
Nor Shape, nor Feature, nor an Airy 


His icy Boſom warm'd. 


Oft did he bid his Fellow Swains 
Of dang'rous Love beware, 
And often in unhallow'd Strains 
> Profan'd the tender Fair; 
But Venus, zealous to aſſert 


Her Honour without Stain, 


Bid Love prepare a choſen Dart, 
To wound the ſavage Swain. 


Nou Strephon loves the coldeſt Maid, 
That ever gave Deſpair; _ 
The Earth is nightly all his Bed, 


His Covering the cold Air: 


Puygmalion thus, as Poets tell, 
Was doom'd by Sentence juſt, 
For like Protaneneſs and Deſpite, 
Tuo love a Marble But, 


SONG LXXIV. 


MIL oi?! while I fondly gaze 
Where ſhall I ix my Kiſs? 


Thine Eyes, the little Stars of Love, 


By ev'ry ſparkling Twinkle prove, 
6 Thar there's the Seat of Bliſs. 


But ſoon to theſe a Rival's found, 3 


In either Cheek's bright ſwelling Round, 


Where all the Morning glows. 


Who wou'd not wiſh on them to dwell? 
Who wou'd not wiſh to taſte and ſmell, 
The LN 9 


y and the Roſe ? 
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On all the Beauties of thy Face, 
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Yet moſt thy pretty Mouth invites, 


The fulleſt Vintage of Delights, 


And worthieſt to be preſt: 


My Lips quick know hats deſtin'd Sphere; 
And while they gather Nectar there, 


5 N kiſs alkthe reſt. 
| $ONG IXxVv. 


E Nymphs and Swains, come join with me, 


In rural Sports and Jollity : 

Lei Lads ard Lafſes alt advance, 
Ard wingle i in the iprightly Dance; 
Fer Peace is rome, with Plenty crown 'd, 


Ara Mars lies Sleeping on the Ground. 


'Ye Shepherds leave your flcecy Care ; 
| Lay by your Crooks, your Pipes prepare; 5 


And bris kly tune the oaten Reed, 
In ev'ry Grove, in ev'ry Mead ;. 
For Peace #5 come, Re. 


Ye feather'd Songſters of _ Plains, . 


Loet the Hills echo with your Strains; 


And with your little warbling Throats : 
Proclaim theſe Words with Joyful Notes 3 5: 


For Peace is come, &c. 


Come, Pan, and all your hairy Train. 


And gently trip it on the Plain; 


With Bacchus and Silenus too, 
And all your jolly drunken Crew; 8 


| For Peace ii came, &c. 


Come, fill the Goblets to the Brim, 
That we may drink a Health to him, 
To him, who juſtly rules the Land, 


And keeps his Fe des at his Command 3 i 


Wer 
n 


Ter 


— 1 * E 


iN Tall Aſh, dull Elm, and various Twine, 


QC OFT God of Sleep, when thou doſt ſeal _ | 
The lovely Charmer's Eyes, 5 | | 
In gentle Dreams to her reveal, | * fe = 


Fly her, and let her Soul be eas'd, 


WW HERE T7 hame and ſwelling ſis join, 


There Damon to the Water Sound, 
Complains of Famy's fickle Mind; 


The Doves, miſtaken Poets ſay, + 
| In conſtant Tranſport, happy Love, 

And joyous Cootngs, waſte the Day, 
= But ſtrict Enquiry makes it plain, 

Deforms their Plumage, proves how vain 
Of Change, how curs'd with Pride their State! 
To Fanny, beauteous, awful Fair, 


[T's baniſh baneful, waſting Care, 
And gild with noble Joy the Mind: 


[ 91 ] 


For Peace is come, awith Plenty croæun d, 
And Mars lies ſleeping on the Ground. 


8 ON G LXXVI. 


W ho *tis that for her dies. 


But if the Fair One be diſpleas'd 


At the unwelcome Theme; 


In finding it a Dream. 


SONG LXXVII. 


The Wood-grown Shore with Oak replet | 
Of ſpeckled Ivy, ſhades the Seat. 


And, lull'd by wood-queft Songs around, 
His long-loſt Peace thus ſtrives to find. 


While Man they by Example move: 


That Rancour, envious jealous Hate, 


A Blefling ſeems by Heav'n deſign'd, 


Bur 


CBT 
But down-caſt Collin's heaving Breaſt, 
And happy Strephon's wanton Smile, 
With Damon's Heart, ſo ill at Reſt, 
Prove Doves and Maids alike beguile. 


oN LXXVIn. b 
URE a En her Bloom, at the Age of Nineteen, 
Was ne'er fo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been: 
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But I know not I vow any Harm I have done 4 
But my Mother oft tells me ſhe'il have me a Nun. 1 
Don't you think it a Pity a Girl ſuch as IJ. : 


Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry? | 
With Ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my Heart it loves Frolic too well for a Nun. 2 


To hear the Men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, L 
Is a thouſand Times better to me I declare; | 
I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by Wiles be undone, : 

Nay, beſides I'm too handſome I think for a Nun, | 


Not to love, or be lov'd ? oh I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent—to one cannot tell where; 
To live or to die, in this Caſe were all one; 
Nay I ſooner would die, than be reckon'd a Nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo; 

Im ſure was ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay, No; 

But if ſhe's in Earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be married in Spite that I may'nt be a Nun, 
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= SONG LXXIX. 
ET the Nymph. till avoid and be deaf to the Swain, E 
| Who in Tranſports of Paſſion affects to complain, | 


For his Rage, and his Love, in that Frenzy is ſhewn, 
And the Blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over blown. 


But 


3 
— — 
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But the Shepherd whom Cypid has pierc'd to the Heart, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore and rejoice at the Smart; | 
Or in plaintive ſoft Murmurs his Boſom-felt Woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Current of Rivers will flow. 


Tho' ſilent his Tongue he will plead with his Eyes, 

And his Heart own your Sway in a Tribute of Sighs ; 
n, But when he accoſts you in Meadow or Grove, 
Huis Tale is ſo tender—he cooes like a Dove. 
| DD ENEATH a Woodbine's ſilver Shade, 
10 Whoſe Fragrance fill'd the verdant Glade, 
+... - -- Young Cole lay recling;; 

And while the Zephyrs, ſweet and fair, 
Mafted their Odours thro? the Air, 
: He thus diſclos d his Mind: 


O, did but Phœbe's lovely Mien, 
Grace this charming Sylvan Scene, 

How jocund ſhould I be! 70 
Her dimpling Smiles, ſweet Maid! do prove, 
That Reaſon muſt ſubmit to Love, 5 
And I no more am free. 


She's Goddeſs of the Idalian Grove, 

| Whoſe Graces court each Heart to love; 
3 No Swain but owns 'ris true: | 
| Whenc'er her artleſs Bloom I ſee, : 
Celeſtial Grace and Majeſty, . | 


ö Sublimeſt Beauties ſhew. : 
| Then, O, ye Pow'rs of Love divine, 5 
Grant charming Phabe may be mine! 4 
„„ I mall be highly biet: — 
i Propitious, grant what I require; | | 
any | A greater Bliſs I don't deſire, 
1 To ſooth my anxious Breaſt. 5 
me} e SONG 
But | 


SONG LXXXI. 
2 Strephon, by a lonely Grove, 


; Sat looking o'er the Plains; 
With dying Hope to ſee his Love, 
And pip'd deſpairipg Strains. 


His Sighs turn Muſick in his Flute, 

And o'er the Landskip flies; 
Th' expected Fair One to ſalute, 
And tells her where he lies. 


Ye Woods, he cry'd, whoſe verdant Skreens 
Have oft conceal'd my Dear: | 
Did ever Nymph delight your Scencs, 

With Celia to compare ? NT 


Ye glaſſy Brooks, that ever glide 
Thro' Flow'r-enamel'd: Glades; 
Was e'er Reflection in your Tide, 
Like to my blooming Maid's? 


Echo, that ceaſes to rejoice, 
And mourns with me my Dear, 
Ne'er warbled back fo ſweet a Voice, 
Upon the ſilent Air. 


Ye Zephyrs that did round her play, 
To catch her ſpicy Breath; | 
Was &er the Flow'rs and tedded Hay 

So ſweet in fragrant Death ? 


Now moan, ye Gales, that come in vain, 
To find my Fair One here; *'_ 
And join in melancholy Strain, N 


My Griefs with Echo's Dear. 
| | Ye 


„e 


He drops his Reed with ſudden Joy, 
And ſprings from heavy Grie 
Nor more thro” Fear is Celia coy, 


His Cell and high Views, for that Heaven below ; _ 


[3] 


Ve wanton Streams your Dancing ceaſe, 


Wail thro' the reſtleſs Grove; 
That now have done with ſilent Peace, 
And murmurs for my Love. 


She, hid behind a ſecret Yew, 


With Rapture ſaw his Plight; . 


Stole gently in his Sight. 


But leaps to his Relief. 
Ss O0 NG LXXXII. 


| MYRTILLA, demanding the Aid of my Pen, 


To tell what of her were the Thoughts of the 
| Men, | | | 


Inſiſled for once I wou'd alter my Tune, 


And write Panegyricks as well as Lampoon ; 


With Candor deſcribing the Woman I ſee, 


When I fteal from my Glaſs, to Myrtilla and Tea. 


If the Eyes ſweet Employ to the Soul give Delight, 

And Beauty's an Object engaging to Sight; 

' How kind is my Fair One, whoſe Studies confeſs, 
Her Aim is at Nature's Amendment in Dreſs : 


Tho' oft" in the Structure, mi ſtak ing the Plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhou'd give Pleaſure to Man, 


When I hear her ſweet Voice in its natural Key, 


Her good-humour'd Prattle is Muſick to me, 
Her Kiſs wou'd ſoon make the dull Hermit forego 


But 


E 


But when for a Trifle with Anger grown bold, 
Her Words are but Diſcord, her Kiſſes are cold. 


Like Dew to the Flow'rs, is Love to Mankind, 
Each Senſe's Enjoyment in Woman we find; 
Unleſs Affectation, that Bane to the Fair, 

Unfetters the Heart they attempt to enſnare: 
Let Nature the Science of Pleaſing direct, 

A Charm ill diſplay'd, ſoon becomes a Defect. 


SONG LXXXIII. 
JR H E Heroes preparing to finiſh the War, 
And bid to the Camp, to the Camp an Adieu; 
Now ſheath up their Swords, and rejoice O, ye Fair, 
To think, to think of returning to you. $7 


With Smiles, then ye Laſſes, embelliſh your Charms, 


Vour Lovers with Rapture, with Rapture will come; 


O! take the brave Fellows cloſe to your Arms, 
And tenderly, tenderly welcome them Home. 


SONG LIXXXIV. 


T F eier in ſome freſh Cheek you ſee, 
I The Beauty I behold in thee; 
Then ſhall my Ph&be learn to know, 
The Pain and Grief I undergo, 5 
The Pa - - in and Grief J undergo, 
If e'er in ſome freſh Cheek you ſee, 
The Beauty I behold in thee, Ho IE 
The Beauty -- - - - be --- hold in thee; 
Then ſhall my Phœbe learn to know, 
Then ſhall my Phœbe learn to know, 
The Pain and Griet I undergo, 
The Pain and Grief I undergo, 
The Pa - - in and Grief, the Pain and Grief, 
The Pain and Grief I undergo” 85 


SONG 
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$ONG LXXXV. 
The COUNTRY WEDDING. 


A DI ALO GUE. 
 COLINET. 
N O * the happy Knot is ty'd, 
| Betſy is my charming Bride; 
King the Bells, and fill the Bowl; 
3 Revel all, without Controul. 
82 Who fo fale as lovely Bet? 

5 * ſo bleſt as Colinet? 


BETTT. 


3 Now adieu to Maiden Arts, | 
Angling for unguarded Hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting Joys, 
Liſping wanton Girls and Boys : 
Girls, as fair as lovely Bet ; 

7 B78, as ſweet as Colinet. 


COLINET. 


Tho! ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 
Tho Ive deck d my Myrtle Bow? rs 

With the faireft, ſweeteſt Flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet 


Are the Charms of lovely Bet. 
BETTY. 1 

Tho- on Sundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs? d like any May- Day Queen : 185 | | 


„5 
Tho' ſix Sweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betty's Love; 
Them I quit, without Regret; 
All my Joy's in Colinet. | 


COLINET. 


Strike up then the ruſtic Lay; 
Sus, Crown with Sports our Bridal Day. 
ts. May each Lad a Miſtreſs find 
| Like my Beiſy, fair and kind ; 
Sym, And each Laſs a Husband get, 
Fond and true, as Colinet. 


DUETTO ad CHORUS. 
Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl ; _ 


Revel all, without Com roul: 
May the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with Joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 


SONG LIXXXVI. 
KR ECITATI VE. 


ENEATH this fad and ſilent Gloom, 
Jwaſte in Sighs my youthful Bloom; | 

But not the Shades that baniſh Day, | MY 

Drive Lydia's brighter Form away. 8 

Her eaſy Shape, her lovely Mien, 

Th' attractive Smile of Beauty's Queen; 
Hier ſparkling Eyes and flowing Hair, 

A Wit ſo ſmart, ſo ſoft an Air, 7 

'The ſpightful Gods contriv'd for Ruin, 

And deck'd her thus for my Undoing. 
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Lovely Maid, all Charms adorning, 
Born to give ſupreme Delight; 
Fairer than the roſy Morning, 
Or the filver Queen, of Night: 


Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me? 


Stay, thou cruel Fair One, ſtay; 


Death attends, if thou deceive me; 


Lydia, why ſo far away? 


RRC ITA T IV. 


I dream, or her unequal Charms 


Are folded in my Rival's Arms. 
Sce! ſhe claſps the happy Boy! 


A I R. 


Rage and Spite, my Wrongs requite; 


Tortures rend him, Death attend him, 
Ere he taſte the riſing Joy. 


RECITATIVE. 


No; let him triumph, let him prize 
The faithleſs Wretch, whom I deſpite. 


AI R. 


Wander, Lydia, fo will I, 
And to nobler Conqueſts fly; 
Roving, ranging, ever changing, 
Gay and airy, born to vary, 
Soon the treach'rous Fair ſhall ſee, 
1 can be falſe as well as ſhe. | 


1 


SONG 


| e 
SONG LXXXVI. 


S Damon in a Summer's Day, 
Beneath a Shade began his Lay, 
The Water's murmuring paſs'd along, 
Well pleas'd to hear their Damon's Song: 
His 'Theme was Love, for Delia's Charms 
Had won the Shepherd to her Arms, | 
Had won the Shepherd to her Arms, 


How bleft am I, who only know, 455 
The Joys of Love, that ever flow? 
Dear Scenes of Pleaſure now appear, 
And Love is all a Damon's Care: 
car then ye warbling Birds and Groves, 
That Delia's kind and Damon loves. 


Delia as Morn is true and fair, 

Sweet as the Roſe and Wiolet are: 

Our Hearts in mutual Bliſs ſhall live, 
(No more Can bounteous Nature give : 3 os 
And ev'ry Tree cur Paſſion tell, 

Thar e liv d and lov'd fo well. 


SON G LXXXVIII. 


AS TE, Phillis, haſte, while Youth i invites, 
Obey kind Czpid 5 preſent Voice, 
Fill ev'ry Senſe with ſoft Delights, 
And give thy Soul a Looſe to Joys : 
| Lec Millions of repeated Kitles prove, 
i That thou all Kindneſs art, and J all Love. 


| Be mine, and only mine; take care 
Thy Looks, thy Dreams, thy T houghts to guide po 5 
10 


T wt] 


To me alone, nor come ſo far 
As liking any Youth beſide. 

What Men e'er court thee fly em, and believe 

They're Serpents all, and thou the * Eve. 


So ſhall I court thy deareſt Tru: th, 


When Beauty ceaſes to engage; 


So thinking on thy charming Youth, 

I'll love it o'er again in Age. | 
So Time itſelf our Raptures mall i improve, 
While ** we e wake to Joy and live to love. 


8 O N G LXXXIX. 


8 leaking as Shades to a way-faring Swain, 
When the Ardour of Pyæbus has cleav'd the 
ſcorch'd Plain ; 
As Groves to the Linnet, or Thyme to the Bee; 


So welcome my fair One, ſo welcome to me, 


80 welcome my fair One, ſo welcome to me. 


W hom Love has united, no Tyrants can par A 
Nor can Time e'er efface what's engrav'd in the Heart, 


Rememb'rance ſurvives where all Rapture is palt, 


And er S a Flame that burns en to che lad. 


SONG XC. 


HEN 1 deſcend, _ robe the Fields, 
In Winter's bright Array; 

Touch'd by the Sun, the Luſtre fades, 

And weeps itſelf away. 
When Spring appears, when Vi'lets blow, 
And ſhed + rich Perfume; 
How ſoon the Fragrance breathes its laſt | 

How mort-liv d is the Bloom ! ! 
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Freſh i in the Morn, the Summer Roſe 
Hangs wither deer tis Noon; 

Wie ſcarce enjoy the balmy Gift, 
But mourn the Pleaſure gone. 


Wich gilding Fire the Evening Star 


Streaks the autumnal Skies; 


Shook from its Seat, it darts away, 


And in an Inſtant dies. 


Such are the Charms that guſh the e Cheek, 
And fparkle in the Eye; 
So from the lively finiſh'd Form 
The tranſient Graces fly. 
To this the Seaſons as they roll, 
Their Atteſtation bring; | 
They warn the Fair, their ev'ry Round, | 
_ Confirms the Truth I ing. 


SONG xc 


OR Florimel, ſo fair of late, 
To ſigh was all the Faſhion ; 
the Witty, Handſome, Brave and Great, 
By Turns declar'd their Paſſion: 
From Court, from Camp, from Grove, from Plaing | 
By Crowds of Swains ſurrounded, 
"I's; as ſtill her Pride each Heart to Pele 
But heal not one ſhe wounded. 


But now grown old, ſhe'd fain repair 
Her Laſs of Time and Pleaſure ; 


Wich willing Eyes and wanton Air, 155 


Invring every Greer: 

with practis'd Smiles ſhe ſoon beguiler, 

From Froſt ro Fire relenting; | 
Xo billing Dove more pants for Love; | 

Before ſhe's ask d, conſenting. -- "Was 


at 


But Love's a Summer Flower that dies, 


From hence, ſince Youth will ſoon 24 


The haughty Maid that's ask'd To- day, 


Painting where you tread the Ground. 
Vines their ruder Leaves unfold, 
Dor the Fig-Tree dreads the Cold. 

Nymph divine! behold the Flow'rs 


Riſe to grace thy vernal Show'rs ; 
Woodbines, ſpangled o'er with Dew, 


Pinks adorn the fragrant 
And the filver Lillies ſwell ; 
And the golden Aſphodel. 


| Goddeſs! with thy Veſt of Green; 


_ Gladneſs, and her Parent Health : 
Chace away grim Care and Pain: 


Throng obedient to thy Call. 


L 103 J 


With the firſt Weather changing; 
The Lover, like the Swallow flies, 
From Sun to Sun ſtill ranging. 
Ve Fair, this Leſſon borrow, 


Conſents too late To-morrow. 
SONG XCIL 
AIRES T Daughter of the Day, 
F Lovely Goddeſs ! ſprightly May ! 
Hither come, with Roſes crown'd, 


At the Iov'd Approach of thee, 
Shoots the Mulb'ry, luſcious Tree ; 


Deck their Arborets for you : 
Tulips rear their pang | Heads, 
eds; 


Goddeſs! with thy youthful Mien; 
Come, and bring thy Mines of Wealth, 


Bring along thy Virgin Train; 


Now the Loves and Graces all, 
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s O NG XCllI. 
RECITATIVE, 
N Love's Name you 're charg* d hereby, 


To make a ſpeedy Hue and Cry 
After a Face, which rother Day, 


Stole my wandering Heart away: 


To direct you, theſe in brief, 


Are ready Marks to know the Thief. 


A I R. 


Her Hair a Net of Beams would prove, 
Strong enough to Captive Jouve 3; 
And her lovely iow ring Brow, - 
Is a Field of pureſt Snow, | 
Her Eyes ſo rich, ſo bright are they, 
Ev'ry Beam's a Break of DF: 
Bu: it ſhe Sleeps, ah! then tis Night, 
Tho the Sun ſhines pureſt LG. 


In her Cheeks are to be ſeen, 


Of Fies crs boch the King and Queens. 


Bither by the Graces led, 

And freſhly laid io nuprial Bed; 

On whom Lips like Nymphs do wait, 
MW bo deplore their Virgin State; 
Oft they bluſh, and bluſh for this, 
That they one another kils. 


But 1 beſides the reſt, 

Vo ſhall know this Felon beſt, | 
By er Tongue; for if your Ear 
Once an heavcol Muſic hears ; 


Such 


E 


Such as neither Gods or Men, . 

But from that Voice ſhall hear again; 1 
That, that is ſhe, oh! ſtrait ſurprize, 

And bring her unto Love's Aſſge. 


SONG XCIV. 


OME, live with me, and be my Love, 
And we will all the Pleaſures prove, 
That Hills and Vallies, Dales ard Fields, 
And all the craggy Mountain yields : 
There will we fit upon the Rocks, 


And ſee the Shepherds feed their Flocks ; 


Near ſhallow Rivers, by whoſe Falls, 
Melodious Birds ſing Madrigals. 


There will I make thee Beds of Roſes, 
With a Thouſand fragrant Poſies; 
A Cap of Flowers, wich a Girdle, 
Embroider'd all with Leaves of Myrtle; i 
A Gown made of the fineſt Wool, my 
Which from our:pretty Lambs we pull ; 
If cheſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my e 


Fair lined Slipper for the Cold, 
With Buckles of the pureſt Gold; 
A Belt of Straw with Ivy Buds, 
And coral Claſps, and filver Studs; 


The Shepherd Swain ſhall dance and wg, 


For thy Delight each May Morning: 
If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my Love. 


2 0-0 Ney. 
EACH me not to chace in Love, 


Where my Wiſhes I ſhould place; ; ; 


Some the Mind's Endearments move, 
Some the Beauties of a Face. ; 


3 - 2 8 wy ITN 
7 = J ; 1 
5 


5 — 
2 i 
» þ AR Ln 


93 


MM 
1 
* 0 
. 1 
4%! 
* .* 
sf 
F 
1 
* by 
F210 
* * 
$4 LAY 
4 
3 
8 
* 1 
9 
* 
x p4 A Hy * 
2 1 
* 
5 * 
4 o 
% 1 8 
0 3 
74 4 * 
1 
* a 
WR. + 
 . 
1 
1 q CY 
7 
6% 
1 4 ou 7 
* 
* * 
Ne 
— 
4 
HY 
» FZY 
7. 
3 
Wy. 
= a 
"* 5 
_—— 
1 
1 
=. * 
.£ 
By - 
1 1 
- X.8 
1 1 
| 4 
3 
. 
2 1 j 
N 
1 
2) Teer N 
RS ] 
* * 
„ 2 
1 
1 
1 
* bs ; 
A" . 
no 8 © 
$% * R $o 5 
AY As 
= % 
24 A * " 


74 
% 
v.38; 
9 
5 1 
* 
* 


— —— 


[ 106 


In her diſtant Conqueſt ſure, 
Phillis can each Heart controul: 
Killings Frowns, and Smiles that cure; 
She wants nothing but a Soul. 


When your Ardour you reveal, 

Cbloe's Manner you adore ; 
Each Platonic Senſe you feel; 

__ She, alas! has nothing more. 


Kno from me, tyrannic Boy, 

When the Object is compleat, 

| She alone is form'd for Joy, 
Where a Soul and Body meet. 


SONG XCVI. 155 
A idfommer Morning, when Nature look d 


7” _— CW 

The Birds Pr af Song, and the Flocks full of Play, 
When Earth ſeem'd ro anſwer the Smiles from above, 
And all Things proclaim'd it the Seaſon of Love, 
My Mother cry'd, Nancy come haſte to the Mill, 


If the Corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 


A Woman, alas! would be nothing without. 
I went row'rd the Mill without any Delay, | 
And conn'd o'er the Words I determin'd to ſay; 
But when I came near it I found it ſtock ſtill, 
Bleſs my Stars, now I cry'd, huff em rarely I will, 
BleG my Stars, . SEE Tho 


The Miller to Market that Inſtant was gone, 
The Work was all left to the Care of his Son. 1 


If the Corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will, | 


| The Freedom to uſe my Tongue pleas'd me no doubt, | 


E 


Now tho! I can ſcold us well as any One can, 


1 thought M ould be Wrong for to ſcold the young 


Man. 
1 faid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can NY me ſo ill, 


Sir, I muſt have my Corn ground, I maſt and 1 will, 
Sir, I muſt, &c. 


Sweet Maid, ery the Youth, the Neglect i is not mine, 
No Corn in the Town I'd grind ſooner than thine. 
There's no one more ready in pleaſing the Fair, 


The Mill ſhall go merrily round I declare. 


But, hark! how the Birds ſing, and ſee how they bill, 
| Now I muſt have Kiſs 2225 [ ms and I will, 0 
Now I muſt, St. 


My Corn being done, It tow rd Home bent my WW 20. 


He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of Moment to ſay, 

Inſiſted to hand me along the green Mead, | 

And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, and indeed; 
And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ill. 


So fince that Time I've 1 Ow, and like him I will, | 
00 W0ce, We. 


L often ſay, Mother, the Miller 71 kn; 
She laughs and cries, go Girl, aye, plague him enough; 
And ſcarce a Day paſſes, bur by her Deſire, 

I pain a fly Kiſs from the Youth I admire. 

If Wedlock he wiſhes, his Wiſh 11] fulfil, 


EY. And Fll anſwer, Oh! yes, with a hearty good Will, 


And III anſwer, Oh ! yes, wm a hearty good W ill. 


8s ON G XVII. 


oY loſt to my View, yet my Memory till, 
Sweet Richmond, retain d all che Charms of thy 
„ 
Still brighter and brighter the Proſpects appear, 
Enrich'd * the Genius of each lars Year. 


— —— — 3 


n 


— —— — 
0 _ r 
n 1 4 
= Fs . ns Xo i >» 
Rm NNE PI 


— 2 8 
14 ** N 
2 ů p 


Oft, 


7 * - 
— 4 
ad. 
a — 2 . 


— 
Tn AO RA 
Wit De Rea. a” 


— ** —, 
3 ů — oy 
222 — > 


2 

"ID > 
2 

3 


[ 108 
Oft, i in Chaſe of Delight, elſewhere have I ſtray d, 


O' er the Lawn, o'er the Down, thro? the Grove, thro? 5 


e the Glade; 
By the Slope, by the Stream——yet diſatisfy d ill, 
Oh, Richmond] I fi igh d for the Charms of thy Hill. 


Tas Nature I ſoughr, but in Vain my Heart, 


With Diſguſt, found too plainly the Footſteps of Art; 


Oh bear me, I cry'd, where free Nature can bleſs, 
Unſeduc'd by Delign, and unfetter'd by Dreſs ; 
Where various gay Charms, in wild Union advance; 


Where Joy ſprings from Diſcord, and Order from 


Chance; 


W here Delight reigns unboug} t por) unbounded ! for 


ſtill, 


Oh, Richmond 1 thought of the Charms of thy Hit. | 
Of that Hill, whence 1 in pia ing Confak ion are ſeen, | 


Fields, Foreſts and Villas, Herds, Meadows and Men; 


Where, in playful Meanders, Old Thames leads his = 


1355 Tide, 8 
By the Grot, where the Muſes © once lov'd to ol de; 


Where each Object comes pointed with Thought 6 2 93 


bo. >» © Ts 

And to Paſſion awakens the Pleaſures we find: | 

Oh! come then, dear Cynthia, thy Preſence can n 
To wild W improve che * of che Hill. 


8 O NG XVII. 


5 LI. face ey ry Danger 
x To reſcue'my Dear, 

For Fear is a Stranger 
Where Love is ſincere. 


. Repulſes but fire Us, 
Deſpair we deſpiſe, 
If Beauty inſpire Us 


36 Fant for the Prize. RC ge SONG | i 
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EY SONG XCIX. 
 TLORA, Goddeſs ſweerly bloomingy 
1 Everairy ever gay _ 5 

All her wonted Charms reſuming, 
To Spring-Gardens call away 
With this bliſsful Spot delighted, 
Here the Queen of May retreats ; 
Belles and Beaux are all invited, 

To partake of varied Sweets. 
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See a grand Pavillion yonder, | 

EKiſing near the embow'ring Shades; 
There a Temple ſtrikes with Wonder, 
In full View of Colonadess 

Art and Nature (kindly laviſh) _ 
Here their mingled Beauties yield, 

Equal here, the Pleaſures raviſh, 
Of the Court and of the Field. 


| Hark! what heav'nly Notes deſcending, 
Break upon the liſt'ning Ear; 
| Muſick all its Graces lending; 
1 O] tis Exiaſy to hear. 
Nightingales the Concert joining, 5 
Breathe their Plaints in melting Strains; 
Vanquiſh'd now, their Groves reſigning, 5 
Soon they fly to diſtant Plains. 


Lo! what Splendors round us darting, 
_ Swift illuwe the charming Scene; 
Chandeliers their Lights imparting, 
Pour freſh Beauties o'er the Green. 
Glirt'ring Lamps, in Order planted, | 
Strike the Eye with ſweet Surprize? 
Adam ſcarce was more enchanted | 
When he ſaw the Sun 14 riſe. 
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Now the various Bands are ſeared, 
All difpos'd i in brighr Array ; 
Buſineſs o'er, and Cares retreated, 
With gay Mirth they cloſe the Day. 
Thus of old the Sons of Pleaſure, 
Paſs'd in Shades their fav'rite Hours; 
(Nectar chearing their ſoft Leiſure) 
Bleſs 'd by Love, and crown'd WR Flow" rs. 


SONG C. 


SEEK my | Shepherd, gone aſtray; - 

He left our Hamlet other Day: 

Lell me, ye gentle Nymphs and Swains, 5 
Paſs'd the dear Rebel thro' your Plains? 
Oh! whither, whicher ſhall I roam, 
Jo find, and charm the W anderer Home : ? 


Sports he upon the tufted Green, 

Or Joys he in' the Mountain Scene? 

Leads he his Flocks along the Mead, 

Or does he ſeek the cooler Shade? 

Oh ! reach a wretched Nymph the 9 8 
To find her Lover, gone afiray 1 3 


To paint, ye Maids, my truant Sw ain : : 
A manly Softneſs crowns his Mien ; 
Adonis was not half fo fair, | 
And when he talks, cis Heav'n to hear: - 
But, oh! the ſoothing Poiſon on; 

To liſten, is to be undone. _ 


He' Il ſwear no Time Mall quench bis Flame ; 75 
To me the Perjur d ſwore the ſame ; 
Too fondly loving to be wiſe, _ 
Who gave wy a an 2 7 Prize; - 


ud, 


And, when he tun'd his Syren Voice, 


Again to find my ſtray ing Love:! 


For what, alas! have Griefs like mine, 
_ With Paſtimes or Delights to do? 
Loet Hearts at Eaſe ſuch Pleaſures prove; 


A-well-a day! how chang'd am 12 
_ When late I ſeiz'd the rural Reed; 
So loft my Strain, the Herds hard by, 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed: _ 
But now my Strains no longer move; 
They're Diſcord all, Deſpair, and Love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling Sheep, 
No Swain to guide, no Dog to keep, 


The Shepherds muſe to ſee them rove: 


With Tears of Anguifh to o'er flow; 


Love has occaſion'd all my Smart, 
Diſpers d my Flock, and 


1 
Liſten'd, and was undone by Choice. 
But ſated now, he ſhuns the Kiss, 
He counted once his greateſt Bliſs; 
Whilſt I with fiercer Paſſious burn, 


And pant and die for his Return. 
Oh! whither, whicher ſhall I rove, 


8 O NG. CT, 


XI O more the feſtive Train I join; 
Adieu, ye rural Sports, adien! 


But Jam all Deſpair and Love. 


The faireſt once upon the Lea; Bs oh 
_ Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me. 


They ask the Cauſe ; I anſwer, Love. 


Neglected Love firſt taught my Eyes, 


"Twas that which fill'd my Breaſt with Sighs, 
And tun'd my Pipe to Notes of Moe. 
broke my Heart. 
Ks: 80Ng 
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Comms 


OS 
ce how the Doves are courting ; - 


1 
SONG CII. 
8 EE !: the radiant Queen of Night 


Sheds on all her Kindly Beams ; 


Gilds the Plains with chearful Light, 


And Sparklcs in the ſilver Streams. 


Smiles adorn the Face of Nature, 


Taſteleſs all Things yer appear, 
Unto me a hapleſs Creature, 
In the Abſence of my Dear. 


SONG CIT. 


EE how the Lambs are ſporting ; . 
Hear how the Warblers fing; ; 


All Nature hails the Spring. 
Let us embrace the Bl:ſlingy 
Beggars alone are tree: 


| Free from Employment, 


Their Life is Enjoy ment : 
Beyond expreſling, 
Happy they vander, 
And happy Sleep under 
The Greenwood Tree. 


SONG Cclv. 


0 W ſweet is the Ex- ning Air, 
When the Laſſes all prepares: 
So trim and ſo clean, 
To trip it o'er the Green, 
And meet with their Sweechearts there : : 
While the pale Town Laſs, 
Diſguiſes her Face, 


To ſqueak at a Maſquerade ; ; 


Where the proudeſt Prude 

| May be ſubdu'd, | 
And when ſhe cries, you're rude, 

You may conclude, 


She will not die a Maid. 


SONG 


„„ 
8 ON e.. : 


T Night, by Meon- Light on the Plain, 
With Rapture, how I've ſeen, 
Arrended by her harmleſs Train, 
The little Fairy Queen; 
Her Midnight Revels ſweetly keep, 
While Morals are involv'd in Sleep, 
They trip it oer the Green. 


And when they danc'd their chearful Round, 
The Morning would diſcloſe, | | 
For where their nimble Feet do bound, 
Each Flower unbidden grows ; 
The Daiſy (fair as Maids in 4/ay) 
The Cowſlip in his gold Array, 
And bluſhing Violet roſe. 


SON G l 


ow few, Ii ke you, ond dare adviſe 
To truſt the 'Town's deluding Arts; 

Where Love in daily Ambuſh lies, 

And triumphs over heedleſs Hearts ? ? 


& 


How fo: like us, would thus deny 
T' indulge the tempting dear Delight, 
Where daily Pleaſures charm the Eye, 
And Joys nn, crown the Night. 


80 NG cyl. 


HE poche in Conitience have teaz'd us too torr, 
F MW ith Phillis and Chloe in every Song; 
Quite ir'd with ſuch Nonſenſe, new Themes I begin, 
And ſing of the Beauties of ſweet Pegay I jn. 
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They tell us of Venus and Juno of old, 
But one was a Jilt, and the other a Scold ; 
To ſuch naughty Goddeſſes nothing a- kin, y 


bs gentle, and modeſt, and ſweet Peggy US ue 


A thoalind Times Cupid has trove to entre 


And make me an amorous Slave to the Fair; 


Mut never could get me entrapt in his Gin, 


Till baited at lat wit h my dear Peggy i, ynne. 


That Zephyrs are ſoft, and are ſweet I muſt own, 

And Lillies and Roſes are pretty when blown; 

But maich'd with her Breath, or compar'd with her 
Sk in, 


Believe we they're nothing to dear Pezgy 1 ynne. 


Should Fortune think proper to better my F ate, a 
And mike me a Lord, wich a noble Eſtate; 


For all her fine Favours l'd not give a Pin, 
Unleis he d beſtou on me ſweet Pegg 25 gene. 


All Charms the poſſ⸗ fes; "Shan "PP TR and dine, 
And then ſuch a :empting dear Look with her Eyes; ; 
Well, Heav*n forgive us, if Wiſhing” s a Sin, 7 


| 0 ben we & va Gli the Beauries of ſweet 0 Wynne | 


8 0 N 68 evi. 


Y 0 W her Envy « can 3 
Tho' ever fo vain of her Charms ; 
It 1 Beau y ſhe ſpices in another, 

Tne Pride of her Heart it alarms ; 
New Conquefts ſhe ill muſt be making, | A 
Or fancies her Power grow leſs; 


Her poor little Heart is ſtil] >ching, 


At Pn of anotber: 5 Succefs. 1 8 
But 


TT. 


But Nature deſign'd, 
In love to Mankind, 
That different Beauties ſhould move ; 
Still pleas'd to ordain, 
None ever ſhou'd A 
Sole Monarch in Empire or Love. 
Then learn to be wiſe, | 
New Triumphs deſpiſe, | 
Ard leave to your Neighbours their Due ; ;- 
If one cannot pleaſe, _ 
You'll find by Degrees, 
| You'll not be contented with two. 


SONG CIX, 


\ENTEEL in Perſonage, g 
Conduct in Equipage, 
| Noble by Heritage, es 
Geer rous and free. 5 ee e 
Brave, not romantic; | 
 Learn'd, not pedaptick; 5 


| Frolick, not frantick; 
This muſt be he. 


Honour maintaini ing, 
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75 Meaneſ diſdaining, #114 1 J Aa wa $ 
Sill entertaining, 1 8 ; 
* Engaging and ne w. 1 
| Neat, but not finical ; 128 
Sage, but not cynical ; br 
Never tyrannical ; bh 
Bur ever true, Av 
8 1 
5 5 8 0 N G cx. 1 
e 0 LEAVE me to complain . „ 
My Loſs of Liberty = 3 ) 
{ never more ſhall ſee my Swain, 4 £ 
| Or ever more be free. Wo Ot) a pew. 
But DO crue], 
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O cruel, cruel Fate f 


What Joy can1 receive, 
W hen in the Arms of one J hate, 
I'm doom'd, alas ! to live. 5 


Ye pitying Pow'rs above, 


That fee my Soul's Diſmay ; 


O! bring me back the Man I love, : 


Or take my Life away, 
SONG CXI. 


AAXTITHOUT Aﬀettation, gay, youthful, and 


pretry 7; 


Without Pride and Meanneſs, familiar and witty 5 
Without Forms obliging, good-natur'd and free; 

Without Art as lovely, as loyely can be, 
She acts what ſhe thinks, and ſhe thinks what ſhe ſays, 


Regardleſs alike both of Cenſure and Praiſe, 


Her Thoughts and her Words, and her Actions are 5 


ſuch, 


I That none can admire em, or praiſe her too much. 


SONG CXII. 


nus fondly careſſing, 


My Idol, my Treaſure, 


: How great is the Bleſſing! 


How ſweet is the Pleaſure! 5 
With Joy I behold thee, _ 
And doat on thy Charms, 


Thus while I enfold thee, 


I've Heav'n in my Arms, 
SONG CXIII. $a 


; pres fair Sylvia, ere Wedlock you chaſe, | 
That nothing but Death can the Bondage unlooſe ; 

As Fancy directs, you may now ſport and play, 7 3 

And claſp a new Lover with ev'ry new Day: Br 


r 


1 | f 


E 


But then one alone all your Beauty obtains, 
And who gave them Freedom to rattle in Chains? 


Six Months I have lov'd, tis too ſoon to believe, 
In Man fo precarious and prone to decieve; 
_ Firſt well judge my Temper, my Humour and Parts, 
For joining of Hands often ſeparares Hearts; 7 
And would you ſo ſoon be the Joke of the Plains, 
»]'is Madmen alone can be happy in Chains, 


All Colin is worth, ſhall, ſueet Sylvia, be thine, _ 
My Lambkins, my. Cottage, my Kids and my Kine; 


But if you rej:E& a Propoſal ſo kind, 


In troth we muſt wait 'till we're both of a Mind 2 
And when I perceive no Objection remains, | 
I'll marry, and joyfully rattle my Chains. 


8 ON CIV; ... 


CEE, Thyrſis, ſee yon drooping Fair ! £ 
| I) Your Idol once, and only Care; ' 


How ſweet you ſung her Name ! 


The very Love you offer me, Th 
Has made that Fair the Wretch you ſee, 


And ſpoil'd her of her Fame. 


By her Miftake I'm taught to ſhun, 


he Swain by whom ſhe was undone ; 


Her Fate ſhall be my Guide: 
Your ſuppliant Tear, alluring Smile, © 


Ayrtilla's Heart ſhall ne'er beguile, | 
3; For Virtue is i:s Pride. . 


Compaſſion, Honour's ſacred Laws, 


Sollicit ruin'd Beauty's Cauſe — 


hben fly — your Faith redeem! 
Your Bliſs quite perfect then will be; 
Our Sex with Joy too will agree, | 


Jou are the Man you ſeem, 
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SONG CXV. 
A T the Wake, t'other Even young Colin J met, 
he took the Occaſion his Vows to repeat; 
Wirh Rapture my Eyes and my Lips he ran oer, 
I own it was pretty, but really no more. 

'Tho' with ſoft Expreſſions his Looks were endear'd, 
To his tender Proteſting I paid no Regard: - 
The Falſhood of Swains I had heard of before, 

So I gave him a Smile, bur indeed pave no more. 
The confident Shepherd, encourag'd by this, 
Eſſay d, I aſſure you, to raviſh a Kiſs; 

I vow in the Struggle my Ruffles I tore, 
So frowning, proteſted I'd ſee him no more, 
Next Morning I found him, reclin'd on his Crook, 
All Softneſs his Voice, all Repentance his Look; 
He entreated Forgiveneſs a thouſand Times o'er, 
And yow'd and proteſted he'd do ſo no more. 
The Frowns and the Quarrels of Loyers how weak! 
For Cupid himſelf in his Favour did ſpeak; 
So the Swain to my Breaſt I again did reftore, 
For, truſt. me, my Anger could hold out no more. 
Nor wonder, dear Girls, that I treated him fo, 
For on Sunday together to Church we ſhall go: 
Tho' to quit and forget him, I often have ſwore, 
Forgive me this once, and I'll do ſo no more. 


VV 


EIS Way, pretty Maid, would you go? 
jy Let me ſee you then ſafe thro' the Wood; 

I pr'ythee now do not fay, No |_| = 

What Lask you is meant for your Good, SHE. 


[ 115 1 


SHE. 


| O Shepherd, a Maid ſhould beware, 


When ſhe's thro' the Wood forced to 20 BY 


You ſhall not attend me, I ſwear, 


'Tis prudent to anſwer you, No. 
The Gipſies and Elves all abour, 


Will frighten and plague you, I know ; 
Then make not, dear Girl, ſuch a Rout, 


For with you I muſt and will go. 


SHE. 


T've told you my Mind once before, 


I wonder you thus will intrude ; 
'You teaze me, and vex me give o'er ; 


Perhaps you've a Mind to be rude. 


For once let me ſhew you the Way, 
All Rudeneſs indeed [I'll forbear ; 


Can I harm ſo much Sweetneſs, I pray ? 
I love you too well I declare. | 


8 H E. 


I ſee there is nought can perſwade , 


Still on the ſame Subject you dwell + 


Hold or on the Word of a Maid, 


This Inftant I'll bid you farewel. 


HE 
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Since I'm likely to ſee wm no more, 
Then take for your 
If you're angry III give you a Score, 


You may tell, if you will, of each Kiſs. 


SHE. 


Was ever a Creature ſo bold ? 


You vex me, and teaze me to Death: . RE 
Hold, hold, you great Monſter you, hold, 


You put me almoſt out of Breath. | | 


HE. 


From your Heart if you'll pardon me this, 


I never will do fo again; 


I'll leave you now anſwer me, Ves, 


And pardon too forward a Swain. 


SONG CXVI. 


And triumph o'er the Heart ; 

For once attentive be a-while, | 
To what I now impart : 

Would you obtain the Youth you love, 

The Precepts of a Friend approve, 


And learn the Way to keep him, 


As ſoon as Nature has decreed 
The Bloom of Eighteen Years, 
And Jſabel trom School is freed, 


Then Beauty's Force appears ; 


Iains this and this 


E Fair, who ſhine thro! Britain's Ile, . 


The 
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The youthful Blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for Man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt Way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing Pain is felt 
Within the Lover's Breaſt ; : 
And you by ftrange Perſuaſion melt, 

Fach wiſhing to be bleſt; 
Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 
With Prudence Jure tie happy Boy, 
And that's the Way to keep him. 


At Court, at Ball, at Park, or Play, 
Aſſume a modef Pride; 55 
And, leſt your Tongue your Mind betray, 
In fewer Words confide. 5 
The Maid who thinks to gain a Mate 
By giddy Chat, will find too late, 
That's not the Way too keep him. 


In dreſſing ne'er the Hours kill, 
That Bane to all the Sex; 
Nor let the Arts of dear Spadille - 
Vuour Innocence perplex : 
Be alway decent as a Bride, 
By virtuous Rules your Reaſon guide, 
For thai's the Way to keep him. 
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But when the nuptial Knot is faſt, 

And doth its Blefſiogs ſhare ; 

To make thoſe Joys for ever laſt, 
Of Jealouſy beware: 

His Love with kind Compliance meet, 

Let Conſtancy the Work compleat, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 
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SON G cxvm. 


4 F Wine and Muſick have the Pow” ry 
| | Jo eaſe the Sickneſs of the Soul; 
Let Phwbas every String explore, 

And Bacchus fill the ſprightly Bowl. 


N Let them their friendly Aid employ, 

= To make my Chle's Abſence light; 

. And ſeek for Pleaſure, to defiroy. 5 
f The Sorrows of this live- 1008; Night, 


| But ſhe To-worrow w' 17 return: 
| | Jens, be thou 1 o-morrow great; 
[| Thy Myriles ſtrow, thy Odours burn, | 

| | And meet thy fav rice Ny mph in tate. 


4 Kind Goddeſs, to no other Pow'rs 
„ Let us To-morrow's Bleſſings wn; 
| Thy darling Loves ſhall guide the Hours, 


And all the Day be thine alone. 


s ONG cxxx. 


1 . 

„ OME, chear up, my Lads, tis to Glory we ſteer, 

1 To add ſomething new to this wonderful Year: 

'Þ To Honour we Call you, rot preſs you like Slaves; 

* For who arc ſo tree, as WC Sons of the Waves? 

4 

f CHO R Us. 

\ I Shia of Oak are our Ships, Fleart of Oak are our Alen, 

ö He always are ready, | Z 

4 | Steady, Boys, ſteady, a - 

11 We'll fg bi aud We Il conquer again, and again. No 
l We 


er, 


tz 


[ 223 ] 


We ne'er ſee our Foes, but we wiſh them to lay; : 


[hey never ſee us, bur they wiſh us away; 


If they run, why we follow, and run them ere 
For it they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


CcHORUS. 
Heart of Oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible Foes, 
They frighten our W omen, and Children, and Beaus ; : 


But thould their Flat-bottoms in Darkneſs get o'er, 
eilt Britens they'll find, to receive them athore, 


S H OR US. 


Heart of Oak, &c. 


We Il Rill make them run, and we'll Aill make the 
e ene, 
In Spite of the Devil, and B- 22 Gaze tte; 
Then chear up, my Lads, wich one Voice let us fir TY 
Our Soldiers, our Sailors, our Stateſmen, and King. 


CHORUS. 


Heart of Oak are our Ships, Heart of Oak are our Sew, 
We always are ready, 
Feady. Boys, fleady, 


We a fight and we u conquer agairs and again, 


S0 NG CXX. 


N Story we're told, 
How our Monarchs of old, 
O'er France ſpread their royal Domain; : 
Bur no Annals can ſhow, 
"heir Pride laid fo low, 
As mow brave George the Second did Reign, brave. 
oys! 
As when brave George the Second did reign. 
> CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 


But no Annals can Horb, 
Their Pride laid ſo low, 
n <uben brave George the Second did e brave Boys? 


Ai <hen brave George the Second did Reign, Da 


Of Roman and Gn 
Let Fame no more ſpeak, 
How their Arms the old World did fabdue 3 of 
Thro' the Nattons around, 
1 Let our Trumpets now ſound, _ 
How Britons have conquer'd the New, brave Boys! 
; How Britons have conquerd the ada 


CH OR U 8. 
7 ro the Nate around, &c. 


* Faſt, Weſt, North, and South, 

F Our Cannon's loud Mouth, 

| Shall the Rights of our Monarch maintain, 

| On America's Strand, 0 

Amberſt limits the Land, 
Beſcacven gives Law on the Main, brave Boys! | 
Bf awen es LAY on the Main, ; 


5 „en en 
Un Ameries 4 Straud, Boe, 


Each Port and cach Town | 
We YI make dar den; 
Cape Breton, Crown Point, NMagar 3 
eee, Senegal, 
Omeber s might ry Fall, 
Sliall | prove we've no Equal i in War, brave Boys ! 
Shall prove we! ve no Equal in War. 


| | CHORUS, 


L 125 ] 
CHD R U 8. 
Guadalupe, Senegal, Sc. 


Though Corflans did boaſt, 


He'd conquer our Coaſt, 


| Our Thunder foon made Monteur mute; 


Brave Hawke wing'd his Way, 
Then bounc'd on his Prey, 


And gave him av Eueliſo Salute, brave Boys! 
And gave him an Eg dalute. 5 


CHORUS. 
Brave Hawke cim d his Way, &c. 


At Aide you know 
How we conguer'd the Fae, 


| While homeward their Army now fica' Or : 


Though they cry'd Britiſh Bands, . 
Are 100 hard for our Bands, 


Begar we can beat them in Heels, Morblieu ! 2 


Begar ve can . them | in Heels. 


c H OR U 8. 
Th 4205 they cry'd Britiſh Bands, &c. 


While our Heroes from home, 
For Laurels now roam, 


Should the flat-botrom Boats but appear ; 5 


Our Militia ſhall hew 
No wooden-ſhoe Foe, . 


Can with Freemen in Battle compare, brave Boys! 
Can with Freemen | in Battle compare. 


CHORUS, 


| Our Aue Hall Hann, Sc. e 
E 3 Our 
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Our Fortunes and lives, 
: Our Children and Wives, | 
To defcijid is inc Fine now or never; 
Then let cach Vouluweer 
To the Drum- Head repair ; 
King Cecree and Old England for ever, brave Boys! 
King Verge and Old £:g/ana for ever, 


* 
* 


CHORUS. 


Then let each Volunteer 

Jo the Drum- Head repair; 
Kino George and Old Engiand for ever, Ine Bos! 4 
"Ag ends and Old Er gland for ever. = 


SONG CXXI. 


0 ME here, fellow Servant, and liften to me, 
5 1'i] ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior we 
; Are only De no better than ve. 


CHORUS. 


Bath High and Low in this do 4 grety 
*T is here, fellow Servant, 
And there, fellow Servant, 

And all in a Livery. 


Bee vonder fine Spark i in Embroidery dreft, 
Who buys to the Great, and if they ſmile is b! eſt; 
What's be { ifaith but a Servant at belt, 


| e O R „ 
Beth Þ 15 f and Low in this ao agree, &c. 


Nature made all . no Diſtinction ſhe craves, 


Love laugh at the great World, iis Fools and it s Knaves; 


For we are all Servants, but they are all Slaves 


>... CHORUS. 


1 


"CHORUS. 


Batt High and Low in this do agree Kc. 


The fat ſhining Glutton looks up to the Shelf, 
And wrinkled lean Miſer bows down to his Pelf; 


And the curl. pated Beau is a Slave to himſelf. 
CHORUS. 


| Buth High and Loco in this do agree, 


The gay ſparkling Belle, who the whole Town alarms, 
And with Eyes, Lipo, and Neck ſets the dmarts all 1 in 


Arms, 


IS a Vaſſal herſelf, a were Drudge to her Charms. | 


CHORUS: 


1 Beth High and Loco in this 45 agree, &c. | 
Then we'll drink like our Berters, and laugh, fing : 


and love, 


W And when lick of one place, to another we It move; 
5 For with Little and Great, the beſt Joy i is to rove. 


CHORUS. 


Both Hish , and Low in this do agree, 55 
1 her e, fellow Servant, 
| And there, fellocu Servant, 
And all ina Livery. 


SON G CXXIT. 


E Gods! you gave to me a Wife, 
Out of your Grace and Favour ; 


To be the Comfort of my Life, 


And I was glad to have her: 


: Bur if your Providence Divine, 


For greater Bliſs deſign her, 
To obey your Wills at any Time, 


Ton "_ to o reſign her. / SONG 


. 
[1 
[1 
1 
1 
= 
* 
& 
x 
k * 
* 
2 
4 
LAY 
4 
4 
* 
* 
1 
_ 
13 
8 
4 
A * 
* 2 
„0 
« : 
WH 
& 
4 bs 
177 
3 (7; 
| 1 
* 
"i 
* 
+ 
1 3 
Nr 
9 
We 
© 
Th 
+887 
8 - 
» 
9 
5 4 
.* 
; 0 
xt 1 
CB 7 
15 
©! 
N 
Wo 
iq, 3 
34 8 
£2 Fj 
4 wo 
* © 
3 
1 
: 4 
24 
1 
7 


" bo 
— _ = 
——— Wn is. 


* LI. — 
n 892 


C 128 J 


8ON G exxXIII. 
F the States in Life io various, 
8 Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious; Þ 
*Tis a Maze ſo fraogely winding, 
Still we are new Mazes fir ding A 


"Tis an Action io ſevere, 
| Thar nought bor Death can ſer us dear; 


Happy's toe Mari, from W edlock tree, Ph 
W nv knows to prize his Libercy : 

Were Men wary 

How ikcy marry, 


We ſhould not be by Half ſo full of Miſery. 


80 N CXXIV. 


W hat Joys does Conqueſt yield, 
When returning from the Fiel, 
In wmiumphani State we - ſee, 2 

The god-like Hero crown'd with Victory. 
Laurel Wreatlis his Head eee, 
Banners waving in the Wind, 

Fame her golden Trumpet founding, | 
Evv'ry Voice in Chorus join d- 
All uniting to proclaim 

Tu immortal Honours of his Name, 


SONG cxxv. 
A DIALOGUE 


DAMO N. | 
\OME, my Laura, heav ly Maid, | 
'To 5 cool refreſhing Shade ; 
Were the V1let, Pink, and Roſe, 
All their blooming Sweets diſcloſe. 
dee the Nymphs and Swains are met, 
Happy i in the cool Retreat; 


n, 


Celebrate, without delay, 
This our Shepherd's Holiday. 


L 19 } 


Hail to Mirth, and amorous Play, 
This is Shepherd's Holiday. 


24 U RA 


Wander then, ye giddy Flocks, 
O'er the Hill, or mong ſt the Rocks; 


From her Shepherd, Night or Day, 
Laura never means to ſtray. 
Come, begin, ye ſpor:ive Throng, 


Tune the Pipe, and raiſe the Song, 


Due 
Sound, the rattling Tabor, ſound, 


Let my Laura's Health go round; 


Kinder ſhe than vernal Show'rs, 
Sweeter far than May born Flowers. 


Dimpled Smiles and heav'nly Truth, 
gun t' adorn her blooming Youth ; 


heſe ſofr Charms withour allay, 


| Crown the Shepherd's Holiday, 


| Like a Shepherd's Holiday. 


LAURA. 


Happy Laura! ob! how bleſt, 


Thus of Damon's Love poſleſs'd : 


_ Witneſs Hill, and Dale, and Grove, 


Here I plight eternal Love. 


Mou'd the Gods on me beſtow 


Power to lighten human Woe, 
Damon's Lite ſhould glide away, 


Hal 5 
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SONG CXXVI. 


RECITATIVE. 


REAT Diocles the Boar has kill'd, 
W hoſe Fury did infeſt the Land: 

 Whar Heart is not with Rapture All'd ? 

What Roman can his Joys command? ? 


= | XI R. 
Down, down let him fall 
'To the deepeſt Shades below; 
Contemn'd by all: ; 
And now let us bleſs the Hand, 


That kindly has ſav'd the Land, 
By giving the fatal Blow. 


NEC ITATIV E. 


The Sound of War we fear no more, 
Me dread no Fright of raging Boar ; 
And now, the Shepherds, with their Flocl.s, 
Recurning ſafe from barren Rocks, 
Will ſoon increaſe their Store. 
Then let our ſofter Notes increaſe, 
To ſound rhe Praiſe of calmer Peace; 
Tho! Laurels have been ftain'd with Blood, 
Now Peace beftows her greater Gcod. | 


AIR. 


The Peaſant, lab'ring in the Field, 
Fair Induſtry ſhall now requite: 
The Sword muſt to the Sick le yicld ; "ve 

And Friend and Foe in Peace urite. 


q | RECITATIVE. | 
4 With both our mighty Monarchs Crown d; 
1 Gentle in Feser; in War renown d. 


4 = 2 - 
„ „ AYR Wren CONT ER, CNEL FG 


AIX. 


» 74 


Jo hold in ſoft Ferrers the conjug al Beart, 


[ 131 ] 
AIX. 


Of al the Gifts that Heaven beſtows, 
The beſt, that from his Bounty flous 
Is balmy Peace: | 

Mhoſe ſoft Increale reftores 
W ha:cver War deſtroys. 
Her happy Reign 
Revives the Swain, 
And opens a new Scene of Joys. 


RECITATIV E. 


Now, to our mighiy Emperor begin 


Th' enlivening Strain: 
High, higher let it riſe ! 


Great as his Worth, and laſting as his Fame, 


AT R. 
Great Liberty attend, 
The Roman Cauſe defend; 
Guard us from open Nie, 
And Home Deſign: 
By Dioc les, and Thee, 

Made happy and free, 
And ſtill continue in his glorious Line. 
Wherc'er the Roman Eagles fy; -- 

Le them lead on to Victory, 


CHORUS. 


Where er the Roman Eagles fly, 
Tet them Icad on 10 Victory. | 


1 ON G CX XVII. 


TTEN D ail ye Fair, and F1] tell you the Gow. 


To bind every Fancy with Eafe in your Chains; ; 


And baniſh from Hymen his Doubts and his Pains. 
W. hen 


1 132 J 


When Juno accepted the Ceſtus of Love, e 

At firſt ſhe was handſome, ſhe charming became; 

It taught her with Skill the ſoft Paſſions ro move, 
To kindle at once and to keep up the Flame, 


Tis this magic Secret gives th' Eyes all their Fire, 
Lends the Voice-melting Accents, impaſſions the 

| KS; -- 5 ay 3 
Gives the Mouth the ſweet Smiles, that wakens Deſire, 
And plants round the Fair, each Incentive to Bliſs. 


Thence flows the gay Chat, more than Reaſon that 
© charms jo Lo df 
Tauhe eloquent Bluſh, that can Beauty improve; 
The fond Sigh, the fond Vow, the ſoft Touch that 
ES, To V 
The tender Diſdain, the Renewal of Love. 


Ve Fair take the Ceſtus, and practiſe its Art; 


The Mind unaccompliſh'd, meer Features are vain; 


Exert your ſweet Power, you conquer each Heart, 


And the Loves, Joys and Graces ſhall walk in your . 


1 
5 O NG cxxvIII. = 
V 
. DAMON. 
5 URN, deareſt Cynthia, turn and ſee, 
A Youth who dies for Love of thee; 
Reflect with Pity on my Pain, 85 
Nor let me longer plead in vain: 


Canſt thou behold me pine and grieve, | 
Yet know dis godlike to relieve} 


crnTara | © 
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CYNTHIA. 


Nay, prithee ſpare me, gentle Youth ; 

Can Damon doubt of Cynthia's Truth ? 
Begone I rold thee once before, F 
My Heart was thine what would'ſt thou more? 


I will not thus be teaz'd and preſt; 


"Tis Time alone mutt do the Reſt. 
55 


Oh ! think that Sentence too ſevere; 
I love, and Love's a Slave ro fear; 
Should ſome more wealthy Rival come, 
 *T would quickly fix poor Damon's Doom; 
Who then might tend his paultry Sheep, 
And o'er his willow Garland weep. 


CYNTHIA. 
2 ſwear, by all the Pow'rs above, 


Bur firſt and chief, by mighty Love; 
*Tis not the tinſel Pride of State, 


| Or being what the World calls great: i 


Thar never ſhalt debauch my Heart, 
To act ſo baſe, ſo vile a Part. = 


3 DAMON. 
# Then let us in chaſte Hymen's Bands | 
This Inftant join our willing Hands; | 1 
Content beneath this humble Sed, 1 0 
| We'll toil to earn our Babies Bread; 1 
With mutual Kindneſs bear Love's Yok:, - = 
| And pity greater finer Folk. wo 4 
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Is the glorious Emulation, 
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"Wh O N 6 cxxlx. 


EN TLE Cupid / ſeek my Lover, | 
Waft a invuland Sighs from me! 


Amy render Fears di cover, 


Bid him haſte! 


O bid him halle and ſec me free, 


SONG CXXX. 


H OU only Darling I admire, | 
My Hear i's Delight, my Soul's Dai g 


PUIM: g thee I've greaer Store, 
Then King to be of India s Shore. 


For every Woman were there three, 
_ Ard in the World no Man bur me; 
I'd fingle you from all the Reft 

Torweeren Life, and make me bleſt. 


'Þ ON 8 CXXXI. 


OVEs a gentle gen'rous Paſſion, . 
Source of all ſublime Delight, 


| When with mutual Inclina:1 ion, 


Two fond He:r's in one unite, 
Two fond Hearts in one unite. 


| Whar are Titles, Ps or Riches, 


If compar'd with true Content? 


"Thar falte Joy which now be wi: ches, 


When obtain'd we may N 
When obtain 'd, E | | | 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Vexation, 


Bur a chaſte and conſtant Love, | 


Of the blifkful State above, 
Of the bliſsful State above. 


E 


8 O N G CXXXII. 


OW hapleſs is the Virgin's Fate, 
J Whom all Mzankind's parfuing ; hh 
Por. watle ſhe flies this wreaci'rous Bat, 
From that, the meets her Ruin. | 


| So the poor Hare when our Breath, 

From Hound to Man is preft, 

Then ſhe encounters certain Death, 
And [capes the Bentler Bratt. 


8 0 N G CcxxXIII. 


AME of Dorinda's Conqueſts brought 
The God of Love her Charms to view; 


Io wound th' unwary Maid he thouglit, ; 


But ſoon became her Conqueſt 100. 


He dropp'd half drawn his feeble Bow, 

He look'4, he rav'd, and fighirg pid; 

And wifh'd in vain he had been now, 
As Painters faiſly draw him, blind. 


Diſarm d, he to his Mother flies, 
Help, Fan help thy u retched Son! 


| Who now «ill pay Us Sacrifice? 
| Por Love tlimſelt' s, alas! undone, 


To Cupid now no Lover's Prayer 
Shall be addreſs'd in ſupplianc Sighs; 
My Darts are gone, bu: 0 beware, | 
Fond Mortals, of Dorinda s Eyes. 


8 O NG cxxxIv. 


FD J E with too tranſporting Joy, 
If She I love rewards my Fire; 

If She's inexorably Coy, 
With too much Paſſion I expire. 
3 M 2 No 


4360 


No W ay the Fates efford to ſhun 
The cruel Torment I endure ; 5 — 
Since I am doom'd to be undone 

* ny — or by the Cure. 


SONG cxxxv. 
4 K N N r 
RECITATIVE. 


HEN Beauty's Goddeſs from the Ocean ſprung, | 
Aſcending, o'er the Waves ſhe caſt a Smile 

On fair Britanxia's happy Iſle, | 

And rais'd her tuneful Voice, and thus ſhe ſung. 


AIR 


| Hail Britannia „ hail to thee, 
Faireſt Iſland of the Sea! | 
Thou my fav'rite Land malt be. 
Cyrus too ſhall own my Sway, 
And dedicate to me its Groves; 
Yet Venus and her Train of Loves 
Will with happier Britain ſtay. 
Hail Britannia! hail ro thee, 
Faireſt Ifland of the Sea! 
Thou my fav'rite Land malt be. 


RECITATIVE. 


Britannia heard the Notes diffuſing wide, 
And ſaw the Pow'r whom Gods and Men adore i 
Approaching nearer with the Tide, 
And in a Rapture , E<: 
O welcome welcome to m Shore : 3 


AIR. 


1 27 3 


Lovely Iſle! fo richly bleſt! 
Beauty's Palm is thine, confeſt. | 
Thy Daughters all the World outſhine, 
Nor Jenus Self is ſo divine, 3 
Lovely Iſle! fo richly bleſt! 
Becauty's Palm is thine confeſt. 
VVT 
D ESOLV'D, as her Poet, of Celia to ſing, 
| For Emblems of Beauty I ſcarch'd rhro* the 
e eee, 3 = 
To Flowers ſoft blooming compar'd the ſweet Maid, 
Bur Flowers, tho' blooming, ar Ev'ning may fade : 


Of Sunſhine and Breezes I next thought to write, | 
Of Breezes ſo calm, and of Sunſhine to bright; i 


- 


; But theſe, with my Fair, no Reſemblance will hold, 


| For Suns ſet at Night, and the Breezes grow cold. 


The Clouds of mild Evening array'd in pale Blue, 

| While the Sun- Beams behind them peep'd glittering 

ES oo ER BE | 

Thho' to rival her Charms they can never ariſe, _ 

Tet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 

RISE - Þ , YR, F 
Theſe Beauties are tranſient, but Cella's will laſt, 

MW hen Spring and when Summer, and Autumn are paſt; 

For Senſe and good Humour no S-aſon diſarms, 

And the Soul of my Celia enliveus her Charms. 


At length on a Fruir- Tree à Bloſſom I found, ; 
Which Beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed Fragrance around; 
I then thought the Maſes had ſmil'd on my Pray'r, 
This Bloſſom I cry'd, will reſemble my Fair. 
Theſe Colours ſo gay, and united fo well, 

This delicate Feature, and raviſhing Smell, . 


ny Be 


* 
1 | 
W | 
n 

j 

1 a 
5 

1 


Your ſoft Delights my Soul cou'd pleaſe; 
Cou'd I with him enjoy the Day, : 


Jo Flocks and Swains, and ſhady Bae: 


Come, Love, and take me far away. 


[ 138 J 


Ze her Perſon's dear Emblem: But where fhall I find, 


In Nature, a Beauty that equals her Mind? 


This Bloſſom now pleaſing, at Summer's gay Call, 
Muft languiſh at firſt and muſt afcerwards fall; 


But behind it the Fruit, its Succeſſor, ſhall riſe, 
By Nature diſrob'd of its beauteous Diſguiſe: 
So Celia, when Youth, that Bay Bloſſom is o'er, 

| 


By her Virtues improv'd ſhall engage me the more; 


Shall recal ev'ry Beauty that brighten'd her Prime, 


When her Merit is ripen'd by Love and by Time. 


SONG CRKT. 
Fair is beautiful as Love, af of 
Stately, yet void of Pride; 
Gentle, as is the Turtle Dove, 
And conftant as the Tide. 
Prudence in all her Ways we find, 
The Graces round her throng ; 


Wiſdom itſelf has form'd her Mind, 
And Muſick's on her Tongue, 


SONG cxxxein. 
AREWEL my Flocks, once tender Care, 
Your bleating Sounds have lull'd mine Ear; 


No longer can I with ; ou ſtay, 
For Love commands me far away. 


Farewel ye Swains and rural Eaſe, 


W hoſe Loye commands me far away. 
Farewel to every Thing but Love, 


by 


Jo warbling Birds and blithſome May ; 


[ 139 J 

s ON G cxxxlx. 
„ 
1x HERE ſhall a poor forſaken Virgin fly, 


To live at Eaſe, or elſe in Peace to die? 
Too yonder Hill I fain would go, e 
Mhere ſporting Lambkins play, 
Their Innocence may ſooth my Woe, 
And drive my Grief away _ 


AIR. 


Oh! that I might retire, _ 
To ſome delightful Shade; 
Where Love's pernicious Fire, 

Can ne'er my Reſt invade. 


RECITATIVE. 


See there, my Szrephon walks along; 
To Phillis he directs his Song: 7 
To her alone he does reſign, 
Thoſe Vows, thoſe Oaths which once were mine; 


AIR: 


So, perjur'd Swain, enjoy your. Love; 
And may this darling Se, 
As falfe io thy Endearments prove, 
As thou haft been to me. : 


No more [I'll pine for an Ingrate, 
No more my Mind perplex; 
But, for thy Sake, I'll ever hate, 
Thy whole deceitful Sex, - 


M1 e . 


[14] 


BE SONG CXL. 
EAR, unrelenting, cruel Far, 
How cou'd you firft my Heart enſnare, 
Then leave that Heart to break, 
Then leave that Heart to break? 
Ho cou'd you firſt obtain a Prize, 
By thoſe dear ſweet deluding Eyes, 
And then that Prize forſake ? 


Like the cloſe everlaſting Flame, 
My Heart is doom'd to burn the ſame, 
Whilſt you that Heart inſpire; 
You, like the Veſtal, void of Sleep, 
Within eternal Vigils keep, 5 
And feed the fainting Fire. 


Dear, cruel Nymph, thoſe Flames ſuppreſs; - 
O love me more, or plague me leſs; 
Too much, you know, I've bore: 
For Shame throw off that haughty Air, 
And ſhew rhe ſoft complying Pai * | 
Or let me love no more. 


S8ONG CXLI. 

IN June fragrant Month where the ſilver Thames 
| 7 flows, 4 . | | tees 
And Nature's gay Beauties tranſparently ſhows, 

I walk'd with my Nancy lock'd cloſe Arm in Arm, 
And prattled of Love as I view'd ev'ry Charm; 

I prais'd her white Boſom, her black flowing Hair, 
Lord, bleſs me !+faid ſhe, this is going too far. 


| lov'd the fair Maid, and my Suit 1 prefer'd . | 
When Virtue I prais'd, ſhe attentively heard; 
She bluſh'd, as I talk'd of a Veſtal's Deſert; 


And ſmil'd, as I vow'd ſhe had gonguer'd my Heart: 
7 . $17 Then 


LON 


SM 


Then tenderly ſaid, do not paſs ſuch an Air, 
If you love not with Truth, this is going too far. 
Sbe told me, with Eloquence, fine as her Frame, 
That Virtue and Honour were nobler than Fame; 
That Love and Content were ſuperior to Wealth, 
And ſplendid Ambition was nothing to Health; 


That Marr'age was ſacred, which Heav'n made its Care, 


Lord, bleſs me ! thought I, this is going roo far. 
Perhaps, I reply'd, ſhould ſhe offer her Hand, 

On me her Inferior in Flocks and in Land, 
Her Friends would deſpiſe her, the World it might 

„ 5 | Es 


Though her Senſe and her Merit would ſtill be the 


„ „„ ; Ws. 
Her Beauty and Fortune might well claim a Star, 
Shi ftarted, and ſaid, this is going too far. 

Her Rebuke it was juſt, but her Frown was ſevere, 
Such Beauty and Anger no Mortal can bear; 


I ſeiz'd her whice Hand, which I preſs'd with my Lip, 


Such Sweetneſs the Bees on fair Hybla would fip ; 
I ask'd her Forgiveneſs, ſhe granted my Pray'r, 
And yet ſeem'd afraid, this is going too far. 
I vow'd that my Heart was entirely her own, 


Which ſhould yield to her Sway, as the Tide to the 


„ hoon} | 
She own'd that her Paſhon ſhould equally run, 
As true to my Flame, as its Flower to the Sun; 


Hymen's Torch brightly blaz d, which has bleſs'd the 
-... fond Par; % TGT ATINe 
Who love, and ne'er ſay, this is going too far, 
„„ S000; ex 1 7 8 
1 To hear the Woods Choiriſters warble and ſing; 
Young Phœbe he ſaw ſupineiy was laid, 5 . 
And thus in ſweet Melody ſung the fair Maid. a 


\ § Colin rang'd early one Morning in Spring, Y % 
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But then I laughed and ſwore I lowd her more than ſo, 


For tied each to a Rope's End, tis tugging to and fro: 


Again we kiſe'd and preſs'd, were we much to blame? 


Had you been in my Place, you'd have done the ſame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd and ſaid, ſhe was wond' rous fi k. 
Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick ; 


Long we toy d and play'd, under yonder Oak, 


Katy loſt the Game, though ſhe play'd in Joke : 
For there we did alas! what I dare not name; 


Had you t in my Place, you'd have done the ſame. 
Fal, lal, &cc. 


s ON G CXLVIL 


HO Ladies look gay, when of Beauty they | boaſt, 74 
And Miſers are envy.d. when Wealth is in- 


creas d: 
＋ he Vapours oft kill all the Joys of's Toaſt; 


And the Miſer's a Wisent when he paye 1 the | 0 


Feaſt. 
The Pride of the Great, of the Rich, of the Fair, 
May Picy beſpeak, but Envy can't „ 
Ny Thoughts are no farther aſpi piring, 
No more my fona Heart is deſiring, 
Than Freedom, Content, and the Man that 1 love. 


SONG CXLVI. 
OME liſten a-while and I'll tickle your Ears, 


With a few little Vict'ries, by which ic appears, 


W c have gain'd from the French in two little Years, 


Which Nobody can deny deny, which Nobody can deny. 


We have beat them, my Boys; and JI hold you a 
Pound, 


We ſhall beat them, my Boys, upon Sea or dry Ground; 7 


We ſhall beat them as long as the World 3 round, 
* hich Nobody, GC, 


With 
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With Guadalupe firſt I embelliſh my Strain, 


Then a Cluſter of Forts crowd into my Brain; 
Crown Point, Frontinac, Niagara, — 


W hich Nobody, See. 


Quebec we have taken, and taken Breton; 


 Tho' the Cozft was ſo ſteep, that a Man might as "SY 


As the Frenchmen | imagin d, have taken the Moon, L 


| 72 bich W &c, 


Senegal we have taken, . taken Goree, 


And thirher we trade, for our Blacks do you ſee; 


For who ſhould buy Maden, but Oy that are free ? 
Which Nobody, Kc. 


Then at Minden, you 0 we defested our Foes, 
Tho' our Horſe ſtood aloof without coming to Blows; 
And why Nobody's 8 8 d for it, eDeey knows, 


Which Nobody, Ke. 


Boſcawen at Lagos, and Heels in the Hows 


Jour Vict'ries had 1 but room to difplay, _ 
I'm ſure I ſhould not have done ſiuging I days: 


Which Nobody. &. 


O what is become of the Fleet out of Breſt? 


Some are burn, ſame are taken, and where are the Reſt? 


Why ſome are fled Eaſt, and fome are fied Welt, 


Which Netody, &. 


N N Some 
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Of all my Experience how vaſt the Amount, 
Since fifteen long Winters I fairly can count; 


Was ever poor Damſel ſo ſadly betray d, 
'To live to ens Years, and yer Rill be a Maid : ? 


Ye Heroes criumphant by Land and by Seay 
Sworn Votaries to Love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of Proweſs approv'd, of no Dangers afraid, 


Will you ſtand by like Daſtards, and ſce me a Maid? 15 


| Ye Counfellors ſage, who with eloquent Tongue, - 


Can do what you pl-aſe, both with Righr and with. 


Wrong; 
Can it be by Law or by Equity ſaid, 


That a come ly young Girl ought to die an old Maid *. 


Ye learned Phyſicians, whoſe excellent Skill, 
Can ſav or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor forlorn Damſel contribute your Aid, 
M ho is ſick, very lick, of remaining a ng. 


| Ye Fops I invoke not to liſt to my Song, 

Who anſwer no End, and to no Sex belong; 

Ve Echo of Echos, and Shadows of Shade, 
For if I had you, I might ſtill be a Maid. 


Poor Colin was melied to hear her dds; 
Then hitper'd Relief like a k ind-hearted Swain; 
Aro Phœbe weil pleas'd is no longer afraid, 

Ot beuig ue glectea, and dying a Maid. 


SONG CXLIII. 


OVE's the Tyrant of ihe Hearr, 
Full of Miſchicf, full of Woe; 
All his Joys are mix'd with Smart ; 

Thorns beneath his Roſes blow: 
Serpent-like he ſtings the Breaſt 


Where he's harbour'd and careſs d. SONG 


* 
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| s ONO cxtay. | 
Wn Haſte you were in to be doing,” . MH 


When two at a Time you were wooing ; 5 

You Men are fo keen, 1 | "AF 

When once you begin, | 
You fancy you ne'er ſhall have done. | 


What Haſte you were in to be billing, 
With two at a Time for a , 5 1 N 
Yer quickly you'd find, be 1 

If any provd kind. : BY 

ou'd Work enough meet with one. 


SONG CXLV. _ 


M* Daddy is gone to his Graye; 3 
| My Mother lies under a Stone; * 
And never a Penny I have, | 

Alas! J am quite undone, 


5 My Lodging i is in the cold Air, 
And Hunger is ſhary, and bites ; 
A little Sir, good Sir, ſparc, ; 
— * keep me warr* o. Nights, 


1 0 NG cXxLVI. 
I Made Love to Kate, long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 


— — — ———— * 
——— 4 ** oy J 


Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a Mind o me; 
met her on th: Green in her beſt Array, 
So pretty ſhe did. ſeem, ſhe ftole my Heart away; 141 
0 then we kiis' d and prets 'd, were we much to blame? iN 92 
Had you been in my Place, you'd haye done the lame. 1 


As J fonder grew ſhe began to prate, 5 | (7 | 
Quoth ſhe, Vl marry you, if you will marry Kate ; W 4 | 
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Some ten Fathom deep in the Sea may be found, 
And ſome in the River / 7/laine are a- ground; 
Where they lie very fafe, but not very ſound, 


Is hich Nobody, &c. 


Let France then all Title to Glory reſign, 
For theſe Years ſhall unmatch'd in our Hiftories whine, 


The renown'd Fixry-ErGnr, and the great FIFTY = 
| NINE, | | | 


u bich Nobody can deny deny), which Nobody can an. | 
80 N ct. 
| Pn TING to Death we well compare, 


For ſure to thoſe who love ſincere, 

So dreadful is the Pain: 

Such Doubts, ſuch Horrors rend the Mind; 
But, oh! when adverſe Fate grows kind, 
How ſweet to meet again? 


To thoſe try'd Hearts, and thoſe alone, 

Who have the Pangs of Abſence known, 
The bliſsful Change is given: 

And who, oh! who would not endure, 

The Pangs of Death, if they were ſure, 
To reap the Joys of Heav'n. 


SONG et. 


ECRIPIT Winter limp'd away, 
Now youthful Spring all trim and gay 
Comes tripping o'er the ſunny Plgin, 
With Health and Pleaſure in her Train, 
She comes, and lo ! where'er ſhe treads, 


Soft Covſlipe lifr their velvet Heads; FB 
_ VWih 


„„ 
With Snow-Drops white, and Vi'lets blue, 
And Flow'rs of every Leaf and Hue. 


Hail! ſmiling Seaſon, woo'd by thee, 
Town has no longer Charms for me; 
Sated with Folly, Smoak, and Noiſe, 
1 panc for calmer purer Joys. 
Lead me, ſome rural Genius, where 
The wanton, cool, and balmy Air, . 8 
Freſh breathing from Hill, Mead, and Grove, 
Inſpires Feſtivity and Love. „ 


Thrice happy Man, whoſe friendly Fat: 
Affords a pleaſant Country Seat; 

Secure Retirement, and Defence, 

From Bus neſs and Iinpertinence. | 
There he may ſtretch, beneath the Shade 

For Eaſe, and Contemplation made ; 

And, neither Spy nor Whiſp'rer near, 

Enjoy the Beauties of the Year, 


SONG CLI. 


- QOUND, found aloud, triumphant Fame, 
Great Diocleſian's Name proclaim, | 
| In ever glorious Lays ; 
Stand in the Center of the Earth; 
Call all the World to join our Mirth, 
5 And celebrate his Praiſe. 
HO R US. 
Let all rehearſe, 
In lofty Verſe, ” 
Great Diocleſian's Story : 
Sound his Renown, 


Advance his Crown, 
Immortalize his Glory, 


N 2 SONG 


l 
| SONG CLIT. 


Rx mould Women is much be alt 7 

Baby. ſhouid Men with our Nane mak e ſo 
old ? 

| Let the Battle twixt Sexes be try'd, 

| We ſhall ſoon prove the ſtrongelt Side. 
* Then ſtand to your Arms, 

N And truſt to your Charms, 

| Soon whining and pining, 

{ Ihe Men will pu irſue; 

| | Bar ut you grow tame, 

They*l] but make you their Game, 

| And prove perf.& Ty rants 

If once they ſubdue, 


SONG CLIIL 


AMin Truth, | 
A Country Youth, 
| Unus'd to London Faſhions ; 

Feet Virtue guides, 
And ſtill preſides, 
ff 


Cd. Mihai. „ 


5 O er all my Steps and Paſſions: 
No courtly Leer, 
„But all ſincere, 
No Bribe ſhall ever blind me; 
If you can like 
A Yorkſhire Tike. 
q An hone Lad you'll find me. 


[ = 'F ho* Envy's Tongue, 
With Slander hung, 
Does oft bely our County; 5 
No Men on Earth, 
i Boaſt greater Worth, 
| Or more extend their Bounty + 


Our 
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Our Northern Breeze 
With us agrees, | 
And does for Buſineſs fit us; 
In publick Cares, 
In Love's Affairs, 
With Honour we acquit us. 


A noble Mind 
Ils ne'erconfin'd 
To any Shire, or Nation; 
He gains moſt Praiſe, 
Who beſt diſplays, 
A gen'rous Education. 
W hile Rancour rolls, 
| In narrow Souls, 
By narrow Views diſcerning, 
The truly Wiſe, 
Will only prize 
Good Manners, Senſe, and Learning. 


SONG CLIV. 


THEN we, deareſt Ne}, ſhall be parted, 
5 O think not that Ill can betide; _ 
»Tis Death thus to ſee thee ſad--hearted, 
Tho' J fear not a French Broadſide. 
We're going to plow the rough Ocean, 
In Search of a treacherous Foe ; 
Reſolv'd when his Fleet is in Motion, 
To give it a terrible Blow. 


CHORUS. 
FF ith Cannon by Fat «vell directed, 
Well curb the proud Navy of France; 
Defeat the Invaſion projected, | 


And teach the Monſienrs a new Dance. 85 
4 N 3 - Near 
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Near 1ile- End-Green, when Robbers ſurrounded, 


This Stick, cut from tough Britiſh Oak, 


Their Clubs and their Piſtols confounded, 


And fell'd two huge Thieves at a Stroke: 


This brave oaken Towel ſo truſty, 


Which cou'd ſuch mean Villains withſtand, 


Will furely deal Blows ſtout and luſty, 


On thoſe who would ravage our Land 5 
55 . 2 With Cannon, &c. 


How blithe lives the bold Britiſh Sailor? 


Good Flip and good Punch his Delight : 


Ne dreads not on Board a ſtern Goaler, 


But fings on from Morning *cill Night. 


W hilſt Frenchmen in Galleys are ſighing, 


TCondemn'd to the Oar and the Chain, 


Their Officers heed not their crying, 


But laſh them the more they complain. 


But, hark ' Stepney Bells are a ringing ; 


The Gale wafts the ſweet Muſick nigher : 


Methinks I ro Battle am ſpringing, 


O the Sound ſets my Soul all on Fire. 
Ring louder, ye Bells, O ring louder, 
And Victory muſt be our own: _ 
Whilſt Frenclunen exhauſting their Powder, 
Their ſignal Defeat ſhall bemoan n. 
e = With Cannon, & 


One Kifs, deareſt Nel, and J leave you; 


Take Care of our Dicky and Nan, 


Buy Neptune, I'll never deceive you, 
Hud roaſt you in every Cann. 


When | 


L 1381 1 
When ] in my Hammock am rolling, 
Tit dream of Nelly my Dove; 
Abroad, never once go « ſtrolling, 
But come back gone brimful of Love. 
With Cannon, &cz 


s ONO CLV. 


EERE was a Maid, nd ſhe went to the Mill, 
„„ trolly, lolly, lo ly, loily, Io. 
The Mil curn'd round, bu: he Maid Roud ill, 
"Va ho! did ſhe lo? did the lo? did ſhe ſo? 


The Miner he kif'd her, away he went; 
Sing trolly, SWS. 
The Maid was well pleas d, and the Miller content, 
Oh ho! was he ſo? We 


He danc d, . he ſung, while the Mill went cler, 
Sing trolly, 8 

Arg he cher iſh d his Heart with a Cap of old Sack. 
Z 0 ho! did he ſo? Sc. 


s ON CLVI. 


IN + various Shapes I've oft been known, to pleaſe the 
| Ears and Eyes, | 
Nor I the only one in Town chat wears the black Di 
„ | 
» That wears the black Diſguiſe. 
© . Sepeep, ſweep, ſweep, ſweep. 
, 8 In Spite of Mocks, and Flouts, or Fleers, a Truth I 
, mut impart, 
No 9 Half fo foul appears, as doth the human | 
ed eart, © = 
= No CRY Half ſo foul appears, as s doth the human 
OY cart. 
Syeep, ſweep, ſweep Soot, vo Tue, 


> :, * —ê * 
— — 
n Ar * 9 — Sd. tw t$..aom6 


Think thy Captive worth thy Care. 


[19] 


- "TRE learned Lawyers could I win, to give their Briefs 


to me, 


From foul Demur and many a Sin, my Bruſh ſhou'd ſet 


them free. 
Sweep, &. 


Obſerve the Doctors as whey roll, and ſcrape from all 


Degrees, 


Much ſweeping wants each ſoory Soul, all — with — 


filthy Fees, 
Sweep, &c. _ 


So proud and trim yon prieſt behold, that vicious 


_ rev'rend Beau, 


There's no ſuch Thing as cleanſing him, the D- -1 5 


and I do know, 
$wweep, &C. | 


1 Stateſman, with that Brow ſevere, had been as : 


well forgot; 


9 His Conſcience is as Ermine clear, and therefore ue 


me not. 


Gag, &c. 


8 0 N G eLvn. 


EAREST Creature of all Nature, 
Oh! I rage, I burn, I ſmart; 


| Ceaſe to grieve me, ſoon relieve me, 


Or too ſure you'll break my Heart ; 


Ceaſe to grieve me, ſoon relieve me, 


Or too ſure you'll break my Heart, 
Or too ſure you'll break my Heart. 


Love, like War, has in its Power, 


Both a kind and fatal Hour; 
Save me then, O conq ring Fair 


Thin thy Captive worth thy Care, 


Save me then, O conq' ring Fair! 


1 


Pa 
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Muufick's Charms ſhall Rill invite thee, 
Love's Alarms will ſure delight thee z 
Can I par , my Dar, my Treaſure, 
All my Joy, and all my Pleaſure ? 
0 No, no Deareſt, &c. 


 $ONG CLVIII. 
HY ſhou'd 1 my Paſſion ſmother, 
| Or the Man I love torment? 
My trowns may drive him to another, 


Then too late I may r: pent, 
Then too late I may repent. 


EO How often has he fondly woo'd me, 


Yer I always ſeemed coy ; | 


| _*Tho' in melting Strains he ſu'd me, 


Againſt my Will 1 did deny. 


E | Thus we force ves ro ſuffer,” 


And flight what we ſo much prize; I 
Vet ics eaſy ro diſcover . 
Our own Thoughts within | our Eyes, . 


1 cannot reſiſt no longer, 
Uie'ẽs the only Man I love; 

And my Paſſion grows the ſtronger, 
Since he does fo conſtant yrore.. 


0 I'll endeavour to regain him, 


And his conſtant Love requite ; 
Tho! ſo long I did diſdain him, 
In him alone I take Delight. 


Sweet Endearments may allure him, 
Never can I be at Reſt, 

Till for ever I ſecure kim: 5 
I. 5 he alone can in me e bleſt, 


SONG 


—ů — ——— UB—˙—:—— en . — 


1 


e en. 


Hoop Mother, if you pleaſe, you may, 


Place others to obſerve my Way; 
Or be yourſelf the watchful Spy, 
And keep me ever in your Eye, 
And keep me ever in your Eye. 


Unleſs the Will itſelf reſtrain, 
The Care of others is in vain; 
And if myſelf I do not keep, 
Iuſtead of watching you may ſleep. 


When you forbid what Love inſpires, 
Forbidding, you but fan its Fires; 
Reſtraint does Appetite enrage, 


And Youth may prove too firong for Age. 


Then leave me unconfin'd and free, 
With Prudence for my Lock and Key; 
For if myſelf I do not keep, 

nſtead of watching all may ſleep. 


SONG CLX. 


VE Purple blooming Roſes, _ 

1 Whom Love in Wreaths diſpoſes; 
Why guard ye ſo your Treaſure, _ 
And grudge the Boy his Pleaſure? 


So mix'd with Sweet and Sour, 

Life's not unlike the Flower ; 

When it's unpluck'd will languiſh, 
And gather'd 'tis with Anguiſh, 


Then 


[ 155 ] 


Then, lovely Boy, bring hither, 


The Chaplet ere it wither ; 


Steep'd in the various Juices, 
The cluſter” d Vine produces, 


This round my moiften'd Treſſes, 
The Uſe of Life expreſſe 


Wine blunts the Thorn of Sorrow, 


"008 Roſe may fade T 0-morrow, 


SONG CLXI, 


\OMESTICK. Bird, whom vintry Blaſts 
To ſeek for human Aid compe 


To me for Warmth and Shelter fly, 


Welcome beneath my Roof to dwell. 


Su plies, thy Hunger to relieve, 
hf daily at my 88 lay; 


* Afar d hu daily thoſe Supplics, 


With Ree Song thou wilt repay, 


Jo Soon as the new returning Spring, 


Shall call thee forth to Woods and Graves \ 


| | Freely reviſit then the Scene, 


Which Notes ſo ſweet a thine approves 


But if another Winter $ Froſt 
; A; ain wich” uſick come W, 
hy Friendly Hoſt to enrerraln, 


The ſacred Pow'r of Harmony, 

In this its beſt Effect appears 5 
That Friendſhip in the Ariel __ 

It both engages and endears, | 


; 
2 
; 
: 
; 
# 
5 
i 
i 
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y. 
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; 
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In Nuſick' 8 raviſhing D- light, 


You feather'd Folks with Men agree; ; 
Of all the animated World, 
The only Hamit are we. 


8 0 N 6 CLXH. 
From looking I ſure can refrain; 


2nocher J Likeneſe may trace, 
Or Ablcace may cure all my Pain, 


F all that T love i is hey Pace, 
n 


This ſaid, from her Char. ms 1 retir d, 


Nor knew [| *till then how I vd; | 


What preſent my Paſſion admir'd, 


In Abſence my Reaſon approv d. 


Then why ſhou'd I hope for Relief, 


W here all that I ſee is Diſdain? 


2 No Pity in her for my Grief, 


No Merit in me to complain. 


Nor yer do I . une apbr aid, 


Tho' rd d of wy Freedom ad Eaſe 3 


Still proud of che Choice I have made, 


Tho hopeleſs i it ever can pleaſe. 


8 0 N 6 cl xii. 


\N FEAR Zelinda? 8 Chayms | gaze, | 
And drink D: ſtruction _ her Eye; j 


In noſe bright Orbs Love gaily plays, 


And laughing bids his Arrows fly. 
ie « aunds wichou: eall: fs | 
11 Tivo Pain ls yer at! ; 


t 
So ſweet is the Anguiſh, 


I love and I languiſh, 
I love and I languiſh ; 


And, when with my bar merz mechinky I cou'd die, 


1 when with my Charmer, He. | 


With Venus, when on [da's Grove, 
For Charms Zelinda may compare; 
| She looks and moves the Queen of Love, 
As fair her Face, divine her Air. 

Bright Youth and good Nature, 
Light up ev ry Feature 
Wich Wit all inviting, 
| She's gay and delighring ; ; 
Invitin delighting ; 

0 Cupid allt 


0 Cupid aſſiſt me my Charmer to move. 


8 0 N G CLXIV. 


ALE ON, whoſe Heart foretold Deſpair, 
WG Thus mourn'd his hapleſs Fate; 

, Long have I taſted pining Care, 
Which crue! Fears create. 


5 How did the pleaſing Minutes waſte, 
W hilft Sylvia bleſt the Grove? 


= ” But Minutes tedious Ages laſt, : 


Now torn from her | love. 


See how the Village blithly Bay's 

Is all a joyous Scene, 
The rural Nymphs all hail the ay; 
Like them, I've happy been, 


But now no Pleaſure ſooths my Care, 

Their happy Sports I ſhun; _ 

And, fond my S$yivia's Griefs to ſhare, 
Am gorionly undone, 5 


8 


me my . to move, 


[ 158 J 
SON G CLXV. 


HEN beauteous fair Camilla deigns 
To give a generous Smile, 


Unfeign'd in her what Sweetneſs reigns, 


What pleaſing Airs beguile ? 
Than her, no Vi'let, Pink or Roſe, 
More grac'd when blown appear; 

Far lovelier Bloom her Looks diſcloſe, 
To bright her neren, Sphere. 


"You; Beauty, Wit, good Nature, are 
_ Around her Perſon join'd ; 
While ſpotleſs ey ry Virtue rare, 

Is center'd in her Mind. 
In her chaſte Form no Taints ariſe, 
No Female Pride upbraids ; 
Kind Nature their Defect ſupplies, 
5 And each Per tection a1ds, 0 


In vain let Flavia boa hes Face, 

Stella ber Soul's rich Store; 

While all in fam'd Camilla trace, 

Joys unreveal'd before. 

Since then Camilla ls brighter Charms, 
Such prime Delights impart; 

Pow bleft the Man who in his Arms, 
Can ſhare her Virgin Heart! 


SONG CLXVI. 


"EEP not, my lovely Celia fair, 
| Beneath the ſilent Grove; 

Forſake the Choice of dull Deſpair, 
And riſe a happier Love: 


Us: 1 
Where roſy Fragrane e deck esch Hill, 
The bleating Herds each Vale; 


And prattling Zepbyrs kindly thrill, 
To ſooth cach amorous Tale. 


By Hedgerow, Green, or Fountain Side, 
Or to ſome lonely Rill ; ER 
Where ſporting Fiſhes gaily plide, 
And wanton at their Will: 
Where the brisk Lark, high ſoaring ro! and, 
Now chears the dewy Morn ; 
Where fragrant Vi'lets paint the Ground, 
And eviry Walk adorn. 


| Or to the Myrtle Shade, my Fair, 
Pleas'd with the fond Delight, 
: Together joyous we'll repair, 
And glad each others Sight: 
While feather'd Songſters warbling round, 
Their pleaſing Tranſports bring, 
And anſw'ring to each others Sound, 
In Notes harmonious ſing. 


N Like _—_ Doves together pair d, 

| tin a balmy Kiſs, „ 
| Well Il Þ t and toy "ill we have mard 

Each others mutual Bliſs: _ 
Then o'er the ſmiling Plains we'll rove 
Beſide the Hleecy Care; 
And ever more I'Il conſtant prove, 
Unto my Celia dear. | 


8 0 NG CLAVIL 


OVE ſounds the Alain, 
| And Fear is a fly ing; 9 
When Beauty's the Prize, | = 
What Mortal tears wa 1 


r 


. 
22 ” 4 * - m 


. — 
> Mi 1 1 = X : 


[1G ] 
Tn Defence of my Treaſure, 5 
Iii bleed at each Vein; 

Without her no Pleaſure, 

For Life is a Pain. 

5 Ne em 
5706 F dear Auge, why thus am I flighted, 
Why with thy Frowns is my Paſſion requited! 

_ Thouſands of Beauties for thee I've neglected, 

Yer in Return am not loy'd or reſpected. 1 

Now with ſoft Smiles, or ſad Frowns, you can charm 

Beauty's ur certain, old Age will diſarm you: _ 

PFreſh as the Spring tho? you're now, yet remember; 

ay mult exchange for the Froſts in Lecember, 

Lillies and Roſes, tho* Winter devour em, 

| Yer the Return of the Spring will reftore em: 

Beauty ne'er boaſted that happy Exemption ; 

Beauty; once faded, is paſt all Redemption. 


's 0 N 6--CLYXIV: -- 


HO! I ſweep to and fro old Iron to find, 
' Braſs Pins, ruſty Nails, they are all to my Mind; 


Met I weara found Heart true to great George our King, 


And tho' ragged and poor, with clear Conſcience can 

2 CHORUS. 

Tho' I feweep to and fro, yet I'd have you to Know, 
There are Sweepers in high Liſe, as well as in low. 
The Stateſman he ſweeps in his Coffers the Blunt, 
That ſhou'd pay the poor Soldiers i hat Honour do hunt; 
The Action tho' dirty, he cares not a Straw, | | 
So he gets but the Keady, the Rabble may jaw. 

oe e Tho [ ſweep, &c. 
e 


[1m] 


I'm told that the Parſon (for I never go 
To hear a Man preach what he'll never ſtick to 5 
*Tis all for the Sweepings he tips ye the Cant; 
You might pray by” yourſelves | elle, depend Sirs 
upon t. 
N. 0 1 ſweep, &c. 


One ſweeps you from this Life, you cannot tell 
:.- Where, 

And to what Place you 70 to the Doctor don't care, 

So he brings in his Bill, your long Purſes to broach ; 

Then we — in his Sleeve, as he rides in his Coach, 


5 fees, &c. 


| But Honeſty 8 beſt i in 7 Station we are, 

For the grand Sweeper De Arn we can ſooner prepare; 
Vour Stateſman, your Parſon, your Phyſick and Law, 
When Death — a Sweep, are no more than a Chaw. 


7 bo . 88 
s ON 0 cLxx. 


THAT tho' his Guile my Heart hath torn, 
Vet lovely 1 is his Mien; 
His Eyes mild op ning as the Morn, 
Round him each Grace is ſeen : | 
| Bur, oh! ye Maids, your Hearts ne'er let him win; 
| For, oh ! Deceit and Falſhood dwell within. 


From his red Lip his Accents flole, 
| More ſoft than feather'd Snows ; 
Melting they fell, and in che Soul 
Deſire and Joy aroſe: 
But oh! ye Maids, ne'er liſten to his Art; 
For, oh! baſe F * rankles in his Heart, 


O35: : "te 
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Hie left me in this lonely Place; | 
He fled, und left me here; 
Anoth:r Ariadne's Fate, 
Jo mourn the hve-long Year, 
Ile fled ; bur, oh! what Pain the Heart muſt prove, 
Revealing thus the Crimes of him we love! _ 


SONG CLXXI. 


\EAR Ally, I love thee, } hope there” s no Harm 


in that; | 
Ju are ſo witty, fo pretty, ſo charming, that 
Whenever I ſee you, my Heart it goes pity pat; 


And i grow lean and erys wo once was fleck and 7 


| fat: 
Save me, ſave me, dear Ally fs me, 
For I will hang myſelf, if you won't have me. 


I'm grown a mere Sloven, who once was a flirting 5 


Fop, 


And my — black Hair, oh! you d rake | it for a dirty 8 


Mop; 


| My Face ir is parched like an over. done Mutton | 


Chop, | 
Which wor't of Gravy afford you one fingle Drop: 
Gravy, Gravy, one Drop of Gravy, 
So thin and dry, oh! looks your poor Davie. 


W hen firſt I was ask'd to take Tea with my Ally 


e AT | 
. I put en my Kerry-ione Backl:s and Sete; 


| And I call'd to the Bar bers and cry'd, ſhave me, Sir, 


d'y*hear, 
Fl] give you Six-pence to drink it in Ale and Beer: 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me, 
And make me ſpruce and fine before you leave me, 


Oh, then to the Place of Appointment I hurried me, 


: V here Jour . 0 ſo lur prizingly worried me, 
| From _— 2 


S 


n 
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From that very Hour I thought of no other than thee, 
And II do moſt huribly crave you my Bride to be: 
Crave thee, crave thee, oh! how I craye thee, 
And I do moſt humbly hope for to have thee. 


Oh, then will you have me, you dear little Knave you, 

oo will your Husband be and never leave you; | 
My Sir-Name is Drupe, and my Chriſtian- Name Davie, 
And when we're married we il go to en 


Navy, navy, go to Glannauy, 
W n be ſo happy as Ally and Davie? 
| SONG CLXXII. 


LEASING Viſions ſhall attend thee, 
Soft Repoſe and blooming Joy; 


Smiling Hours the Gods ſhall ſend thee, 


Happy then their Gifts employ. 


N Pleaſir ing Viſ ons ſhall attend thee, 


_ * and blooming Joy. 


SON G cLXXIII. 
Thouſand Raptures fill my Breaſt, 
And glow thro' ev'ry Vein; 
How bright 1s Joy, how grateful Reſt, 
Succeeding 'T'oil and Pain! 


A rhouſand Raptures fill my Breaſt, 


And glow thro' ev my Vein. 


SON G CLXXIV. 


1 ET not Pleaſure's Charms undo thee ; 


- Traſt not the deluding Joy; 
"Tho? the Syren ſoftly woo thee, 
SGaily ſmiling, 
And beguiling, 
| Shell thy nobler Bliſs deſtroy. 
Let not Pleaſure's Charms undo thee; 
Truſt not the * Joy. 


$0NG 
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SONG CLXXV. 
TLITARE] the hollow Groves re ſounding 
Echo to the Hunter's Cry! 


Hark how all the Vales ſurrounding 
To his chearing Voice reply 


Now ſo ſ ift oer Hills aſpiring, 

He purſues the gay Delight, 
Diſtant Woods and Plains retiring 
| Seem to vaniſh from his Sight. 


Hark! the hollow Groves reſounding 
Echo to the Hunter's Cry ! | | 
Hark how all the Vales ſurrounding 

To his chearing V oice reply ! 


SONG CLXXVI. 
—_ EAR me, Love, my Sorrows ending, 
4 While I wander thro' this Shade; 
. Venus, with thy Doves deſcending, : 
{ Guide me to the beauteous Maid. 5 
1 All ye ſmiling Loves attending, DE 5 
I Come in Pity ro my Aid. | | | 
'\ Hear me, Love, my Sorrows ending, 
While II wander thro' this Shade; 
Venus, with thy Doves deſcending, 
© Guide me to the beauteous Maid. 


: SONG CLXXVII. 

CF URVUEEL Cutid, break thy Dar:s ! 

Love and Conqueſt are no mote ; 

Vain are all my iofier Aris; , | 

Hope deceives me, 

Pleaſure leaves me, 

T muſt now my Lois deplore 

Cruel Cupid, break thy Darts! 

Love and Conqueſt are no more, 


SONG 


E 
SONG CLXXVIII. 
ALM Sweetneſs ever flow ing, 

From her dropping Lip diſtils; 
Flowers on her Cheeks are blowing, 
And her Voice with Muſic thrills, 

Zephyrs o'er the Spices flying, 

WWafting ſweet from every Tree; 

Sick'ning Senſe with Odours cloyingy 
Breathe not half ſo ſweet as ſhe, 

| _ _S$ONG CLXXIX. 
F. and comely is my Love, 
And ſofter than the blue- ey d Dove; 
Down her Neck the wanton Locks 
Bound like the Kids on Gilead's Rocks; 
Her Teeth like Flocks in Beauty ſeem, 
New ſhorn, and dropping from the Stream; 
Her glowing Lips by far out-vie, 

The plaited Threads of Scarlet Dye; 

|  Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks the Accents wound, 
And Muſic floats upon the Sound. 
„ 80 NG CLXXX. 
| RISE, my Fair, and come away, 

The chearful Spring begins 'T'o-day : 
Bleak Winter's gone with all her Train 
Of chilling Froſts, and dropping Rain: 
Amidſt the Verdure of the Mead _ 
The Primroſe lifts her Velvet Head: 
The warbling Birds the Woods among, 
Salute the Seaſon with a Song: 
The cooing Turtle in the Grove 
Renews his tender Tale of Love ; 
The Vines their infant Tendrils ſhoot ; 
The Fig-Tree buds with early Fruit: 
All welcome in the genial Ray : 
Arile, my Fair, and come away. 


CHORUS. 


Of their Miſtreſs, chaſte Cynthia, the Moon. 


[ 166 ] 


CHORUS, 


All welcome in the genial Ray; 


Ariſe, O fair One] come away. 


SONG CLXXXI. 


Tov foft Invader of the Soul! 


O Love, who ſhall thy Power controul | 


Jo quench thy Fires whole Rivers drain, 


Thy burning Heat ſhall till remain. 
In vain we trace the Globe to try, 


If pow'rful Gold thy Joys can bu 


The Treaſures of the World will prove 


Too poor a Bribe to purchaſe Love. 


CHORUS, 


14 vain we trace the Globe to try, 


If pow'rful Gold thy Joys can bu 


3 
The Treaſures of the World by, PRE | 
Joo poor a Bribe to purchaſe Love, 


SONG CLXXXII 


Y= fam'd witty Nine, 


Aſſiſt my Deſign, 


And pur your ſweet Voices in Tune; 


While Parnaſſus I mount, 
And in Carrols recount, 


The Joys of the ſocial Half-Aoon. 


The yellow-hair'd Scot, 

His Pattie has got, | 
The Hibernian his Ellen a roon ; 
But Britons fond Lays, 

To night are in Praiſe 


Some 
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Some Bards may declare, 
That Kitty is fair, 
And more ſweet than the Roſes in Juno; BY 
| But what reigning Toaſt, _ 
At Sr. James's can boaſt, 

Such a Number of Stars as the Moon, 


Then Bacchu: do thou, 
| Be kind ro us now, _ 

And luxuriouſly favour our Boon ; 5 
: Fill the Bowl to the Brink, | 
T.uhat your Vor'ries may Drink, _ 
Till their Faces look like the Full Moon, 


Let dull ſober Fools, ) 
Whom Temperance rules, 
Sneak away to their Pillows by Noon; ; 
Such choice Souls as we, | 
Gay, Jovial and Free, 

Stagger Home by the Light of the Moon, 


We laugh and we ſing, 
Our Glaſſes we ring, 
To depart always think it too ſoon ; 
hen while there's good Wine, 
Let's chearfully join, 
In a Health to the Man i in the Moon. 


8 NG cxxXIII. 


* Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders and | 


Pruſſia, 
Haye Heroes who claim Truth's Attention "FEES 
In the Roll of fair Fame, as he took down each Name, 
Some Britons, I ſaid, he ſhould mention: 
And ſince we have Men, who are worthy his Pen, 
Who for England act nobly as can be; 
| When he ſaw me perſiſt, then he open'd his Lift, 
And i in Front ood the — of TOP 
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1 468. 
Old Time ſhook bis Scythe as he rottering food by, 
His Iron Teeth dreadfully grated ; 


But the ſad looking Crone clear'd his Brow from a 


PFrovn, 
When Fame had my Errand related: 


The Cheeks of the Churl with a Smile ſeem'd to curl, 


And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can be ; 


Saith the ſingle- Jock d Seer, Friend, this Point $ pretty 


_ clear, 
We all love the Marquis of Granby. 


"Like Curs in the Manger let Malecontents rave, 
And talk how enfeebled our Race i = 

'That our Fathers were manly, were vigorous and brave, 
And their Hearts we might read in their Faces : 


What our Anceſtors were, at preſent we are, 


can prove it as plainly as can be; 


Let them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, 


Behold but the Marquis of Granby. 


Had the Cynic Diqgenes liv 'd to this Day, 


He'd thrown down his Lanthorn to view him; 


He's efteem'd by the Good, and ador'd by the Gay, 


And Fox-Hunters hark away to him: 
By his Monarch ſent over to break the Frencb Cover, 
With bold Pack ſtanch as ſtanch can be; 
Of Britiſh True Blues to hunt the French Jews, 
When led by the Marquis of Granly, ” 


5 Bigot Hain hath vat W ealth, fickle France has rich 


ines, 
The Italiang ſhow-maryellous Banners: : 
The Indians may boaſt of Emerald fill'd Mines, 
But Lincolnſhire boaſts of its Manners 
he Diamond when worn, the Wearer adorn . 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be; 


But a Flaſh from ſach Toys i is momentary Joys, 


For the Jewel « of — is Gxranby. Now 


1 


Now the Hazards of War for a Seaſon ſubſide, 


His Country commands nor his Duty ; 


Blow Winds to his Wiſhes, be Safety his Guide, 


To England, Love, Friendſhip, and Beauty. 


From what do ye call Paderborn, may he happy return, 


Aye, quickly too, quickly as can be; 


What ſhall we ſay then? why there's Granby again; ; 


5 And again to the TOES of F. 


8 0 N G cLxxxlv. 


LITHE Colin, 2 pretty young Sw nia, 
To court me walks many a Mile; 
I bid him return back again, 
Tho' I wiſh him to ſtay a great while. 


With all by which Love is expreſt, 
He ſtudies my Heart to beguile ; ; 
I wiſh him Succeſs, I proteſt, 
Tho' I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


He brought me this Noſcgay ſo fweer: 
And thought it more Pleaſure than Toil; 
I took it reſerv'd and diſcreet, 
But F let him not wait a grout while, 


He begg'd me to grant him a Kiſs, 

So earneſt it made me to ſmile; 
Have done, I cry'd: Fie! "tis amiſs ; 
Tho- I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 


He tells me I ought to be kind ; 
That Time all my Beauties will ſpoll : 
I croſs him, tho' quite of his Mind, 
For 1 love he ſhould talk a great while, 


P I fancy, 


e 1 2 3 
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1 fancy, by what he has faid, 

My Husband he'll be by his Stile; 

And when he once asks me to wed, 

On! I'll not live a Maid a great u hile. 


SONG CLXXXV. 


Term full as long as the Siege of old ew, 
To win a ſweet Gir] I my Time did employ ; 
Ott urg'd her*the Day tor our Marriage to ſer, 


As often 588 anſwer's, tis Time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, c. 


I cold her at 1af, that ber Paſſions were wrong; 
And more, that I ſcorn'd to be fool'd with ſo long: 
Ste burſt out a laughing, at ſeeing me fret; 


And, humming a Tune, cry d, tis Time enough yer, 
Time erough yet, &c. 


Determin'd by her to be ag A at no more, 
1 few from her Preſence and bounc'd out of Door; 
Reloly'd of her Uſage the beter to get, 


: Or on her my Eyes again never to ſer, 
Never 70 ſet, &c. 


, 
To me the next Morning her Maid came in Haſte, 
Ad begs d for God's ſake, I'd forget what was paſt; 
Declar'a her young Lady did nothing but fret; 


Bs tolo her I'd think on't, twas Time enough yet, | 
Time enoug ] * cc. 


She next in a Letter, as long as my Arm, 

Declar'd fr om her Soul ſhe intended no Harm; 
And begy'Q 1 the Day for our Marriage would ſet ; 
1 wioic her for Anſwer, "tis Time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, &c. 


But 


at 


But Colin's deaf while I upbraid, 


7 


But that was ſcarce gone when a Meſſage I ſent, 
To ſhew in my Heart I began to relent ; A 


I begg'd I might ſee her, together we met, 


We kiſs'd and were Friends again, ſo we are yet, 


So we are yet, RC, 


SONG CXXXVI. 


FT TPON a Summer's Evening clear, 


Dione, hapleſs Maid! 


All wan with Grief and pining Care, 


Sought out a ſecret Shade; 


How wretched, ah! and chang'd am I, 


_ Unhappy Maid ? ſaid ſne; 


No Scene is pleaſing to my Eye! 


No Flower is iweet to me! 


So many Vows could Colin make 


To me, ah! faithleſs Swain; 


And yet thoſe plighted Vows to break, f 


And leave me to complain; 


Why did I rafhly feck his Arms, 


And his fond Talc believe? - 


Alas I yielded all my Charme, 


Nor thought he could deccive, 


Yet why are Roſes ſuch a Store, 
And Lillies in my Face; 


Since Lucy now can pleaſe you more, 


And claim your fond Embrace? 
5 Charms I'd willing give, 
Reſign my roſy Hue; 
Content with Lucys Charms, I'd live 

A rural Maid for you. - 


„ cc. wi4.c 


Nor heeds when I complain ; 


Thinks not I am the injur'd Maid, 


And he the perjur'd Swain: 
2 4: Þ:4 | Let 
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Vet know, falſe Man, Dione's Shade 
Jo fright you ſhall appear; 

And when you climb the Marriage-Bed, 
Dione will be there, 


SONG CLXXXVIL 


F all the Girls in our Town, 5 
The Black, the Fair, the Red, the Brown, 
That dance, and prance it up and down, _ 
There's none like Nancy Daw/0n. 
Her eaſy Mien, her Shape ſo neat, 
She foots, ſhe trips, ſhe locks fo ſweet, 
Her every Motion is complceat, 
1 die for Nancy Dacuſon. 


See how ſhe comes to give Surprize, 
With Joy and Pleaſure in her Eyes; 
To give Delight ſhe always tries, 
So means my Nancy Dawſon. _ 
Was there no Task t'obſtruct the Way, 
No Shwuter bold, nor Houſe ſo gay, 
A Bet of Fifty Pounds I'd lay, | 
That I gain d Nancy Dawſon. 


Sce how the Opera takes a Run, 

Exceeding Hamlet, Lear, and Lun, 

'Tho' in ic there would be no Fun, 

Mast not for Nancy Dawſon. 

Tho! Beard and Brent charm ev'ry Night, 

And Female Peachum's juſtly right, 

And Filch and Lockit pleaſe the Sight, 
Tis crown'd by Nancy Dawſon. 


See little Davy ſtrut and puff, 

Pox on the Opera and ſuch Stuff, 

My Houſe is never full enough, 

A Curſe on Nancy Dacuſen. Tho? 


| 


'Tho' 8 


22 


[mn] 
he has had his * 
And forc'd the Town his Laws t'obey, 
Now Johnny R—h is come in play, 


With Help of Nancy Dawſon. 5 


8 0 NG cLXXXVII. 


a N r A Y A 


RECITATIV.E: 


Wretch, long tortur'd with Diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but piu'd in vain; 


At length the God of Wine addreſs'd, 


Sure Refuge of a wounded Breaſt. 


AIR. 


Vouch ſafe, O Pow r, thy healing Aid; 
Teach me to 1 the cruel Maid: 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, 


Fluſh his wan Looks, anc chear his Hcart. 


V 
To Bacchus thus the Lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly God reply. d: 
A 1 R. 


Give whining over, be brisk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking Form away : 


With dauntleſs Mien approach the Fair; 


Tae Way to conquer is to dare. 


RECITATIVE 


The Swain purſu'd the God's Advice ; 


The Nymph was ngw no longer 1 nice. 


KIR. 


— — enn 
. 


: | She ſmil' d, and ſpoke the Sex's Mind; 


f Beſpoke the pretty Maid. 2 | h 


Thou lonely wandereſt here; 


But liè d the Youth's Intent, 
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AIR. 


When you grow daring, we grow kind : 
Men to themſe ves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us Tyrants by their Fear, 


SONG cLXXXIX. 


8 Jamie G ay, 


Gang'd blyin his Way 


Along the Banks of Tweed, 


A bonny Laſs 
As ever was, 

Came tripping o' r the Mead: 
The hearty Swain, 
Untaught to feign, 

The buxom Nymph ſurvey'd, 
And full of Glee, | 

As Lad could be, 


Dear Laſſy tell, 1 FN} 
Why by thy ſell, — 1 


My Ewes, ſhe cry'd, Wa | 7 6: 
Are ſtray ing wide, . 

Can'ſt tell me, Laddy, where? . ' 
o Town l'ſe hie, 2 
He made Reply, 

Some muckle Sport to ſee; | 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, 
So trim, ſo near, 


F'fe ſeek thy Ewes with thee. 


| 
She gin her Hand, be | | 
And made no St ind, | | 


. 
O'er Hill and Dale, „ 
O'er Plain and Vale, 
Right merrily they went: 
The Birds ſung ſweet, 
The Pair to greet, 


Ard Flowerets bloom'd around; 


And as they walk'd, 
Of Love they talk d, 
And Lovers Joys when crown'd, 


And now the Sun 
Had roſe to Noon, 


The Zenith of his Pow'r, 


When to the Shade, 
Their Steps they made, 


To paſs the mid-day Hour: 


The bonny Lad, 
Row'd in his Plaid, 


The Laſs who ſcorn'd to frown; 


She ſoon forgot 
The Ewes ſhe ſoughr, 


And he to gang to Town. 


' $ONG cxc. 


BY Tueſday Morn at Break of Day, 


As I went out to gather May, 
he Songſters all did ſweetly ſing, 
And warbled Welcome to the Spring; 
1 met a Damſel full of Charms, 
And ſtopp'd and claſp'd her in my Arms; 


She puſh'd me off, as vex'd ſhe'd been, 
And, frowning ſaid, what do you mean ? 


My Dear, ſaid I, I mean no Harm; 


Then round her Waiſt replac'd my Arm, 
And thus went on—Thy comely Air, 
And beauteous Form my Soul enſnare; 


ben 


76 
Then on her Lips a Kiſs I ſeal'd, 
Which might my Meaning have reveal' dy | 
Or in my Eyes ſhe might it ſeen ; i 
: Yet Swain, ſhe cry'd, what do you mean * 


Still further Freedoms I'd have took, 

Bur ſhe ſo innocent did look, 

That evil Thoughts to good gave Way, 
And Virtue prompt me thus to ſay; 
Fair Maid, if you can love a Swain, 

- Who'll give you Love for Love again, 
| Let s to the "Cirarch acroſs the Green, 
And Love ſhall dictate what I mean. 


: Young Swain, ſhe cry d, if you re ſincere, 
To Love and Virtue I' Il adnere ;- 
Then gave her Hand to ſeal Conſent, 
So infkantly to Church we went, 
Three happy Nights are paſt and gone, 
Since we by Hymen were made one; 
And now ſhe knows, ſhe's felt, ſhe's ſeen, 
And's pleas d with what 1 then did mean. 


Oo NG CXCI. 


55 Ti is not for Polly, It is not for "Ig Ys 
3 [ It is not for Marget, it is not for Fan, 


It is not for Lucy, for Sally I vex, | 
Bar the Je- ne tai quoy that belongs to the Sex. 


The Pride of Amanda, I view with an Eye, | 
That laughs at the Puppies who whimper and ſigh : 


Por Reaſon ſo dictares ; be frolick, my Boy; 


Grief 1s not the Paſſport to Je-ne Haie hug. 


The Witty, the Pretty, the Wanton, the Prude,. 
The dignified 5 the 8 rude, 


5 My 


Il 3 
0 My Paſſions enraptur'd coequal employ, 
| For all are Diſpenſers of Je-ne-ſcai-quoy. 
Ve Dablers in Metre, Retailers of Dreams, 3 
With your Garlands of Willows and murmuring 
Tr 33 
O O pox of your Nonſenſe ; ſuch Dampers of Joy 
| Ought never to taſte of the Je-ne-ſcai-quoy. 


Are you fearful to fail, when the Fair you purſue? 
Call on Tomkins, and throw down a Bumper or two; 
Your Nleagrims there's nought like Champaigue to 
£ deter 3 


'Tis the ſhorteſt of Cuts to the Je ne ſcai- q . 
5 SONG CXCIL 

AI FJ HERE's my Swain fo blythe and clever! 
1 Why d'ye leave me all in Sorrow? 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come To-morrow. 
4 If you lov'd but Half as Il doo. 
JF You'd been here with Looks fo bonny; 
1 Love has flying Wings I well know, : 
| Not for lingering lazy Johnny. 


What can he be now a doing? 
ls he with his Laſſes may ing? 
He had better here been wooing. 
Than with others fondly play ing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
| | | That I may no longer ſorrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo To-morrow. 


j Does ſome fay'rite Rival hide thee ? 
Rh. Let her be the happy Creature; 

I'll not plague myſelf to chide thee, Tg 
Nor dijpute with her a Feature: 9 55 But 


2 


1 — 
But I can't and will not tarry, 5 
Nor will kill myſelf with Sorrow; 
I may loſe the Time to marry, | 
If I wait beyond To-morrow. 

Think not, Shepherd, thus to brave me, 
If I'm yours, away no longer; | 
If you won't, another'll have me; 

; i may cool, but not grow fonder. 

If your Lovers, Girls, forſake ye, | 

Whine not in Deſpair and Sorrow; 

Bleft another Lad may make ye 
Stay for none beyond To-morrow. 

8 O NG CXCIII. 

1 /// 
JON had pluck'd a new-blown Roſe, 
And with this his Love he ſhows, i 

Love has Wings as Poets ſay, 
So has Beauty as we find; 4 
But as Beauty wears away, Ly C 
| Reaſon dawns upon the Mind: 
Love with Beauty then ſhould join, 
Beauty ſhould with Love combine. 
Sages boaſt of Wiſdom's Store, 
Let them glean the claſſic Field; 
= - Muſes have ye yet a Lore, 

-—* Phoebus this to Love ſhall yield: 
And when Time Love's Wing ſhall clip, 

Wiſdom then ſhall feaft the Lip, 

MWarm'd with Youth to ripe in Age, 

Let us love, that we may live; 

Can the Cynic or the Sage, 

_ - Better Leſſons ever give? 
Love me in thy Beauty's Prime, 

Leave the Reſt to Age and Time. 


— 
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E Card invites, in Crowds we fly, 
I To join the jovial routful Cry; 
| Whar Joy from Cares and Plagues all Day, 
To hie to che Midnight? Hark! away! 


Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Grief, nor Care, 
Nor droniſh Husbands enter there; | 
The Brick, the Bold, the Young, the Gay, 

All hie to the Midnight; Hark! away! 


Uncounted ſtrikes the Morning Clock, 
And drowſy Watchmen idly knock; 


Ieiill Day-Light peeps we ſport and play, 


f And roar tO the jolly, Hark ' away ! OD 


W hen tir'd with Sport to Bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious Day with Sleep; 
To-morrow's welcome Call obey, _ 
And again to the Midnight, Hark ! away! 
NO tell Aminta, gentle Swain, TT 
Il would not die, nor dare complain; 
Iny tuneful Voice with Numbers join, 
Thy Voice will more prevail than mine, 


For Souls oppreſs'd and drown'd with Grief, 
The Gods ordain'd this kind Relief; 
That Muſick ſhou'd in Sounds convey, 
What dy ing Lovers dare not ſay, 
A Sigh, a Tear perhaps ſhe'd give, 
But Love on Pity cannot lie 
Tell her that Hearts for Hearts were made, 
And Love with Love Is only paid. 
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Tell her my Pains ſo faſt increaſe, = 

That ſoon they will be paſt Red reſs; | 

For, ah! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 

Attends but Death to cloſe his Eyes. 
ne CXCvIL. 

: NBS TRI 

HE kind Appointment Cella made, 

| And nam'd the Myrile Bower ; 

There fretting long poor Damon Raid, 

Beyond the promisd Hour: 

No longer able to contain 

His anxious Expectation, 

With Rage he thought tally his Pain, 

And vented thus his Paſſion. 


To all the Sex deceitful, 

A long and laſt Adieu; 
Since Women prove ungrateful, 
As oft as Men prove true: 
The Pains they give are many, 
And, oh! too hard to bear; 
The Joys they give, if any, 
Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 


y N RSITA TIN. 
„ Now Celia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm Retreat; 
With modeſt Look ſhe begg'd Excuſe, 
And chid her tardy Feet: 
The Shepherd from each Doubt releas'd, 
His Joy cauld not reſtrain; LEY 
But, as each tender Thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing Strain, 


ATR: 


AIR. 


How engaging, how endearir g, 
Ils a 3 5 Pain and Care 
And how bright the Nymph's a earing, 
After Abſence or Deſpair ! 1 8 
Women wiſe, increaſe Deſiring, 
By invented kind Delays ; 
And, advancing or retiring, 
All they mean Is more to pleaſe. 


8 0 N G CXCVII 


RECITATIVE. 


0 yonder Beeches friendly Shade, 
Repair my Aura, lovely Maid ! 
And while our Lambkins Frofick make, 
Thy pane "apes s Treaſure ſmiling take. 


AIR. 


Where 70 my With thy Temples bound, 
How [ndia's Gems ſhould blaze ar ound, 
Yet Wiſhes are but idle Breath, 
Accept iti Lieu a roſy Wreath, 


Had I proud Perſia at my Beck, | | 
What gaudy Robes my Fair ſhou'd deck 3 ; 
But as it is vouchſafe to wear 
What once enwrapt my fleecy Care. 


Of burniſh'd Gold, or Silver fair, 

T hoſe Feet of thine ſhou'd Sandals bear; ; 
But all I have I offer now, 

The Hide of Dap, thy favourite Cone: 


Said Aura, Sandals, Robes and Crowns, | 


Are ſlender Proofs gainſt Fortune Frowns ; 


We've Health and Eaſe 
Here take my Hand— 


Is Heaven ſcant ? ” , 
We ve all Fe want. 
| $0 N & 
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SONG cxcvII. 
FORE bright the Sun began to dawn, 
The merry Birds to {img ; 
And Flow rets dappled o'er the Lawn, 
In all the Pride of Spring: 
When for a Wreath young Damon fray d, 
And ſmiling to me brought it; 


Take this, he cry'd, my dearcſt Maid „ 
And who——aye, who'd have — a it? 


T bluſh'd the Preſent to receive, 
And thank'd him o'er and o'er; _ 
| When ſoft he ſigh'd, my Love, forgive, 
| muſt have ſomething more: 
One kind ſweet Kiſs will pay me beſt; 5 
So earneſtly he ſought it, | 
| 1 let him kiſs me, I proteſt, 
And who——aye, who'd have thought IN 


A Swain that woo'd with ſo mach Art, 
No Nymph could Jong diſdain; 
A ſecret Flame ſoon touch'd my Heart, 
And fluſh'd thro* every Vein: 
Twas Love inſpir'd the pleaſing Change, 
From his my Boſom caught it? 
Twas range, indeed, twas paſſing ſtrange, 
And who—aye, who d have thought it 


| Hark, Hymen calls! the Shepherd cry 'd, 
Loet us, my Fair, comply: 
We inflant went, with Love our Guide, 
And bound the nuptial Tie: 

And ever ſince that happy Day, 

As mutual Warmth has taught ir, 
Ve fondly kits, and ſport, and play, 

And e who & FARES thought i 13 

: | SON G 
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W 


"Twas all but a Sham, his chief Aim was her 
Pence: 


HEN rep hon to Chloe made Love his Pretence, 


For Twelve Thouſand Pounds the ly Gi ſy aid bald, | 


And he topt as much, with an * ace. 


And thus for a while they both lay on che Catch, 
Till at length they conſented, aud ſtruck up a Match; 
But ſoon to their Coſt, for all their deep Wit, 
He found himſelf trapt, ſhe found herſelf bir, 


Such Wedlock's a Banter, the Wiſe maker no gie 
And thoſe that get in, would be glad to get out; 

IT was ever confeſs'd, ſince the World firſt began, 
Lour F ortunes are Bites, and ſo bite as bite Can, 


Soldier and Citizen, Lawyer and Squire, 


Both Sexes for Money each other admire; 


All ſpread out their Snares, in hopes to trapan: : 
| The World“ 8 all a Cheat, and ſo cheat as _ Can, 


$ONG cc. 


TYMPHS and Shepherds come away, 
Wanton in the Sweets of Jay; _ 
-P rip it oer the flow'ry Lawns, 1 
W.anton as the bounding Fawns: 
Frolick, buxom, blithe, and gay, 

N Nymphs and Shepherds come aua. 


SONG CCl. 


HE Chains of Love we wear with Pleaſure, > 
Whene'er the Charmer meets our Fire: ; 
But Beauty grows a fading Treaſure, 
When jealous Fears di urb Deſire. 


* 


SONG 


Þ. 
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SON colt. 
E Powers, that o'er true Love preſi de, 
To my fond Wiſh his Choice direct; 


And let no jealous Pang divide 


The bliſsful Pair which you protect. 


But may a laſting Paſſion prove 
Our Lives one — Scene of Love. 


8 0 NG coll. : 
DVAN C E, my brave Boys, for the Time's $ now 


at Hand, 
Your Courage, your Valour to how; 1 
Like Britons of old, make France know Command, 
Ad prove to them England's their Foe... 


8 While Pruſſia” a's brave Hoſt o'er Germany's Plains, 


Deals readful his Conqueſts around, 


s S And Victory 's Wealth all Blood o' er he 1 


Shall Britens inglorious be found? 


While Hawke and Boſcawen Kill rule o'er hs Main, 


Whoſe Thunder's the Voice of dread Fate; 


The Aim, my brave Boys, and the Cauſe ſtill maintain, 


And ſhew them each Eigliſpman's great. 


| Like Wolfe let us live, or like Wolfe let us die; 
Tis Freedom ouz Courage demands 

Let us fall in. che Field, and diſdaining to fly, 
Expire with our Swords in our 8 


With our Monarch and Laws, what Nation can vie? : 
Such who from protecting wou'd flay ? = 

"No Britons defending wou'd murmur to die; 
Tp s; ways. . Cr Pn n! EE 
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